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	1. Chapter 1

**THANK YOU ALL FOR READING! THIS IS MY FIRST STORY; SO PLEASE R&R. THIS CHAPTER IS BASICALLY A SHORT PROLOGUE AND THE ACTUAL STORY BEGINS NEXT CHAPTER. THANK YOU ALL FOR READING!**

**CHAPTER 1**

Lily lovingly looked at her husband, James, as he played with their two beautiful twins. She tried to memorize every detail; from the way James ran his hands through his unruly black hair (that sadly their children had inherited), to the way her babies laughed with joy dancing in their emerald green eyes (a trait they had inherited from her of course.)

"James..." Her voice cracked halfway through his name as a tear slid down her cheek,"He's here."

James snapped his head up, "Lily take the twins and go upstairs," he hissed through his teeth,"quickly, GO!" He shouted at his wife. Knowing very well this was the last time he would see her, he added, "Lily..." She twirled around. She had already scooped up their children and had one on each hip and was halfway up the stairs. He stared into her beautiful green eyes,"I love you, forever and always. Now go, I'll hold him off as long as I can."

She bit her lip and nodded as a tear slid down her cheek. "I love you to James, more than you could ever know." And with that she rushed up the stairs to the nursery. She stumbled but caught herself and hastily turned the corner as she heard their front door get blown off its hinges. She sobbed and quietly shut the door behind her and put Harry and Calliope in their cribs.

"It's going to be okay. Mummy and Daddy love you. We will always love you. We are so proud of you. Mummy loves you. Daddy loves you," she whispered and planted a kiss on each of their foreheads. She heard a shout from downstairs and a deep thud. "James..." She choked. She couldn't believe it. She refused to believe it. How could he? Their best friend!

Door after door was getting slammed open and she felt her heart beat out of her chest. Sweat trickled down her forehead and she cried out when the door in front of her blasted open.

" Not Harry! Not Callie! Leave them alone. Please! Please! They did nothing wrong! Don't hurt them! PLEASE!" She sobbed throwing herself in front of the crib, blocking his view of her children.

"Get out of the way and maybe you won't suffer the same fate as your precious blood-traitor husband," a voice snarled.

"Kill me! Take me, not them. Just don't hurt them." She pleaded.

The intruder pulled his lips into a snarl, " Get out of the way!"

"No you can kill me or torture me, but there is no way you are getting my kids!"

She shouted. There was no way in hell Lily Potter was going down without a fight.

A flash of green light erupted from the intruder and hit her square in the chest. She fell to the side as her last thought running through her head, " Mummy and Daddy love you," and Lily Potter slumped to the ground. Dead.


	2. Chapter 2

**I HOPE YOU ENJOY! PLEASE R&R! FEEL FREE TO OFFER ME ANY SUGGESTIONS! LOVE YOU ALL!**

**DISCLAIMER: I DON'T OWN ANY RECOGNIZABLE CHARACTER**

**CHAPTER 2**

That had been eleven years ago. Up until this morning, Calliope and her twin brother, Harry, lived with their terrible Aunt and her family. Her Aunt and Uncle spoke with nothing but hatred towards her and her parents, and her cousin was probably the biggest git in London. She had hated her life there. There was only one person in her life that made her remotely happy, and that was Harry. But now, as she stood with her twin at King's Cross Station, she had felt an emotion she hadn't felt in years, hope.

She could tell her brother felt it as well. She could see it in his eyes. Their parents had been wizards, and Callie couldn't help but feel they might finally find where they belong. After a day full of shopping with Hagrid for school supplies, they had all the books, robes, and quills they needed. They had also picked up wands, and Hagrid had gotten them an owl as birthday present. They were finally ready to get to the Hogwarts express. The only problem was that they didn't exactly know where it was at. Hagrid had disappeared after they got to the station and had handed them their tickets.

After struggling to get their trunks on the trolley and lifting the owl cage and set it on top, Callie jumped up and sat on the full trolley as Harry pushed it behind her. Harry coughed. "Urm... Calliope? Do you know how to get to platform," he crinkled his nose as looked around," 9 3/4?"

She turned to her brother.

"Well sure. It's got to be labeled here somewhere." She glanced around. " I take that back. No, I don't know actually." She huffed.

Harry looked purely frantic, " What are we going to do-" Callie cut him off, put her finger to her lips, and cocked her head to the side.

"Mum, why do we have to dress like this? It's utterly ridiculous! It's not like muggles can tell the difference anyway. I mean, their muggles!" She heard a boy groan. Her eyes lit up,"Hurry Harry! Follow them!" He did as she asked and eventually caught up to a large family of red-heads. A rather plump woman was talking to four boys, all with flaming red hair.

"Excuse me," Harry asked politely to the woman, pushing the cart so quickly Callie fell off and rolled to the ground.

The boys beside her snickered but the only girl held out her hand. She took it gratefully and looked the girl up and down. She looked to be a bit younger than Callie and Harry.

"Thank you," Callie smiled as she straightened herself out. She glared at Harry who shrugged his shoulders and continued," but do you know how to get to platform 9 3/4?"

The woman smiled kindly. "Of course I do dear. Is this your first time?"

"Yes," Harry and Callie answered at the same time.

"Oh, nothing to be worried about," the woman pointed at the smallest boy,"It's Ronald's first time as well." He smiled shyly at them. The woman continued on," all you have to do is walk straight at the barrier between platform 9 and 10. Best to do it at a bit of a run if you're nervous."

Harry looked at her and she tightened her grip on the trolley, "Okay then. Hold on tight Cal." Harry broke into a run and she closed her eyes, awaiting the crash that should be happening any minute. Harry laughed. "Callie you can open your eyes now." She hesitantly obeyed. She was met with a giant scarlet steam engine with the words _HOGWARTS EXPRESS _in gold lettering next to a platform packed with people. She gasped and sighed with relief that her brother hasn't killed her.

She turned around and saw that, thankfully, the woman and her Family were still there. She stuck her hand out to the woman. "Thank you so much for helping us. I'm Calliope Potter and this here is my Twin brother, Harry Potter." The woman smiled and shook their hands, but her children's jaw dropped.

One of the boys, who looked like he also had a twin brother gasped, "Potter? Like THE Potter Twins? Do you have the scars?" Harry blushed a bright pink and nodded.

"Ya I have a scar," he pushed back a bit of the hair on his forehead to reveal the lightning shaped scar," but Callie also has one." She knew he was eager to get the attention of of him, but she didn't want it either. The boy turned and looked at her questioningly. She bit her lip and nodded. She pushed her hair behind her ear to reveal the identical scar her twin had.

"Fred! You don't just go around asking people about their scars!" The woman reprimanded. She introduced herself as Mrs. Weasley, the tallest boy as Percy, the twins Fred and George, Ron, and the girl who helped her up as Ginny. After talking a little bit, she and Harry followed Fred, George, and Ron through the crowds and onto the train.

Eventually they found an empty compartment about halfway through the train. Callie helped Harry move their owls into the compartment and she laughed as Harry tried to push their luggage on the rack mounted to the wall. She sighed and moved him out of the way. She was exactly identical to him except that she was a girl and a few inches taller than her brother. She shoved with all her might, but the trunk wouldn't move. After a few minutes, she and Harry had collaboratively moved the trunk all but an inch.

"You need help?" She looked up to see the twins.

Harry nodded vigorously, "Yes please help." Callie stood up. She was tall, but the boys were still taller than her. She narrowed her eyes and clutched the trunk. "Come on Harry," she shoved it, "We can do it," she rammed into it but it didn't even budge, "eventually," she sighed. Harry just shook his head.

One of the boys, Fred she thought, he had the lighter red hair, squeezed past her and lifted the trunk and pushed it back, grinning victoriously. Harry glared at the trunk, but Callie just bust up laughing. The three boys turned and looked at her like she was crazy. She clutched her side and spoke between laughs, " Look at us! I mean we defeat Voldemort and are somehow famous, but we can't even put up our own trunks!" The boys looked at eachother and then broke into laughter.

After they had gotten settled into the compartment, The twins stood up. "Our friend Lee told us he got a tarantula. Any of you wanna come see it?" They looked at the three others in the compartment, Ron had come in a while ago. Their little brother turned bright red at their suggestion and grimaced while Harry also said no. She looked up at them, "I hate spiders, but everyone needs an adventure every once in awhile." The twins smiled and she followed them out of the compartment.

"Which one of you is which?" She asked breaking the silence. They looked at her. "I'm George," one of them pointed to themselves, "and that," he pointed to the other boy, "would be Fred."

She nodded. "Okay," she pointed to the boy who spoke, " so you're Fred," and she pointed to other boy, "and you're George." They jumped in shock.

"How'd you know?" George grinned sheepishly. She smirked.

"I saw you on the platform Trying to confuse your mum. Fred has lighter red hair and a more obvious freckle underneath his left eye. George has darker hair and a more obvious freckle on his forehead." She stated it matter-of-factly. They opened their mouths and closed them comically. "Holy Morgana! You're Better than our mum!" Fred exclaimed.


	3. Chapter 3

**PLEASE R&R! HOPE YOU ENJOY, THANK YOU TO ALL OF MY BEAUTIFUL READERS! **

**STILL DON'T OWN ANYONE :(**

**CHAPTER 3**

After being introduced to Lee, he was quite funny, and looking at the spider for a while, she decided she should go back to her brother. Fred offered to take her back to her compartment which she gratefully accepted. When they got back to her compartment, she looked at her twin. The room was littered in candy wrappers.

"Whadya do Harry? Buy the whole trolley?" She laughed as he nodded. The candy trolley had come by when she was with the twins and Lee, but she had declined. Fred had decided to stay a while after seeing all the candy and they were talking and laughing when there was a knock on the compartment and a round-faced boy walked in looking tearful.

"Sorry,"he said,"but have you seen a toad at all?" When they shook their heads, he wailed , "I've lost him! He keeps getting away from me!"

"He'll turn up," Harry said.

"Yes," said the boy miserably. "Well, if you see him..." He left. Ron went on to say how he would lose his rat as fast as he could. He looked up. "I tried to turn him yellow yesterday to make him more interesting, but the spell didn't work. I'll show you, look..." He pulled out his wand and Fred ducked his head into Callie's shoulder laughing softly. She had a feeling the spell wasn't going to work. The compartment door slid open again, the toadless boy was back, but this time a girl was with him.

"Has anyone seen a toad? Neville's lost one," she said. She looked at the wand in Ron's hand and sat down. Apparently waiting to see the magic. This caused Fred to laugh harder behind the cover of Callie's hair. Ron cleared his throat.

"Er-Al right. Sunshine, Daisies, Butter Mellow. Turn this stupid fat rat yellow. " Needless to say it didn't work, and the girl, Hermione Granger, left unimpressed. Fred had stood up and was about to leave the compartment, when 3 boys entered, and she recognized the middle one as the pale boy she had seen in the robe shop. "Is it true?" he said. "They're saying all down the train that Harry Potters in this compartment."

"Yes," Harry said.

"Oh this is Crabbe and this is Goyle," said the pale boy.

"And my name's Malfoy, Draco Malfoy."

Fred and Ron sniggered. Draco Malfoy looked at them. "Think my names funny do you? No need to ask who you are. My father told me all the Weasleys- have red hair, freckles, and more children than they can afford. " He turned to Harry and Callie. "You'll soon find out some wizarding families are much better than others, Potters. You don't want to go making friends with the wrong sort. I can help you there." He held out his hand to shake Harry's, but Harry didn't take it.

The twins looked at each other and said, "I think we can tell who the wrong sort are for ourselves, thanks," at the same time. A pink tinge appeared in Malfoy's cheeks.

"I'd be careful if I were you two Potters," he said slowly. "Unless you're a bit politer you'll go the same way as your parents. They didn't know what was good for them then either. You hang around with riff-raff like the Weasleys and that Hagrid, and it'll run off on you."

Callie could tell that Harry and Ron had stood up, but was busy smoldering at Malfoy. She walked right up to him,curled her hand into a fist, and punched him square in his jaw and watched as he fell over. "You little bi-,"he shouted but was cut off by Callie grabbing his face and forcing his eyes to look at her. "Say that again Malfoy, I dare you." He promptly ran out of the compartment.


	4. Chapter 4

**R&R! **

**STILL DON'T OWN ANYONE BUT MY OC**

**CHAPTER 4**

She sat grimaced and sat down. It was silent, so she looked up to see Fred, Harry, and Ron staring at her as if she had just turned into a frog. She cradled her fist before sighing audibly.

"I think," said Fred breaking the silence," that we are going to be best friends." He sat down next to he and looked at her bleeding knuckles. Harry sat down on her other side. Still staring at his twin sister in awe.

Callie fell asleep for the last of the train ride, sitting comfortably between her new best friend and brother. The train came to a stop sooner than she had expected. Fred had excused himself, saying over and over again how upset George would be that He had missed Callie punching Malfoy. The first years were then called over by Hagrid and put in boats. The boat ride was long and boring and her hand ached, but all was forgotten when Hogwarts came into view. She could feel the excitement in her bones and one look at Harry told her he was thinking the exact same thing. Her heart was beating out of her chest by the time they reaches the castle doors.

The door swung open revealing a tall, black-haired witch in emerald green robes. The first years followed her into a small empty chamber. "Welcome to Hogwarts," said the witch, Professor McGonagall. "The start-of-term banquet will begin shortly, but first you must be sorted into your houses." She went on for a long while explaining the houses: Gryffindor, Hufflepuff, Ravenclaw, and Slytherin. After she left, the first years broke out into whispers, discussing the test they would have to take. Her heart was beating so fast she was sure it would fly out of her chest at any minute. Just then, about twenty ghosts had streamed through the black wall, giving her quite a start. She turned to see that Professor McGonagall had returned. "Now form a line," she told them,"and follow me. " Callie's jaw dropped when she enters the great hall. Thousands and thousands of candles floated in mid air, and the black ceiling was dotted with stars. She saw McGonagall place a stool in the front and a very dirty worn out looking hat. She almost fainted when it started singing about the houses. The hall burst into applause as it finished. She looked at Harry and heard Ron telling him how Fed had told him you had to wrestle a troll. Professor McGonagall stepped forward. "When I call your name, you will put the hat on your head and sit on the stool to be sorted. Abbott, Hannah!" The hat rested on her head before yelling, " HUFFLEPUFF."

The list went on and on. Brown, Lavender became the first new Gryffindor. Callie wanted to be a Gryffindor, nothing else. The same house Hagrid had told her their parents were in. Hermione Granger and Neville Longbottom were sorted into Gryffindor as well. When Ron was called he looked as if he was going to be sick. She hoped she wouldn't look like that. But he too was sorted into The house of the brave.

At last-"Potter, Calliope,"

McGonagall called. As she stepped forward, whispers suddenly broke out like hissing wildfires over the hall.

"Potter, did she say?"

"The Potter?"

She felt herself turning a bright red as she sat on the stool. She looked across the room and Fred gave her a thumbs up.

Twas the last thing she saw before the hat was dropped on her head. "Hmmm" said a small voice in her ear. " A Potter. This is more difficult. Very difficult. So much talent, plenty of that. Oh and intelligence. Plenty of courage. You'd do anything for your friends. What's this? You thirst to make your parents proud. Well dear they'll be proud when they hear..." The hat paused, "GRYFFINDOR!" She jumped up and smiled widely. The whole Gryffindor table was jumping and whistling. She heard Fred and George yell over everyone else," WE GOT A POTTER". She made her way over and sat at a spot Fred had made for her. Then Her brother was called. Is was taking a while so she leaned over to Fred and George and whispered,

"If it says Gryffindor can you guys lift me up so I can shout and yell for my brother?" They nodded, laughing. Just then the hat shouted, "GRYFFINDOR," and as promised, she felt herself being lifted to the twins shoulders and she shouted louder than she ever thought possible.


	5. Chapter 5
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**CHAPTER 5**

All the Gryffindor first years followed Percy through the chattering crowds, out of the Great Hall, and up the marble staircase. Callie heard Harry groan next to her and could tell he was thinking the same thing. How much longer will they have to walk?

They walked to the very end of a long corridor and stopped in front of a portrait of a very fat woman in a pink silk dress.

"Password?" she said in a posh accent.

"Caput Draconis," said Percy, and the portrait swung forward to reveal a round hole in the wall.

They all scrambled through it, Neville needed a leg up and Callie offered him her hand, and they found themselves in the Gryffindor common room, a cosy, round room full of squashy armchairs.

Percy directed the girls through one door to their dormitories and the boys through another. Callie quickly walked over and gave Harry a hug and a kiss on the cheek before she followed the girl (Hermione, she thought) up to the Girls dorms.

At the top of a spiral staircase, they were obviously in one of the towers; they found their beds at last: four four-posters hung with deep velvet red curtains. Their trunks had already been brought up. Hermione and Callie were the first to enter, quickly followed by 2 other girls, whose names were Lavender and Parvati.

Callie had pulled on one of Harry's old green shirts that she always slept in and hopped down onto her bed after giving Hermione a smile.

Hogwarts was even better than Callie had hoped. There was magic everywhere. It was hard to find her way around, but she could always ask the portraits on the walls and Harry was with her, so it didn't really bother her.

She found the classes very entertaining, but she figured it wouldn't be too long until the novelty of first being at school wears off and she starts to hate some of them.

Her favourite class was easily transfiguration. She loved the idea of being able to turn something into something different. (It also helped that it came so easy to her.)

During the first class, she sat next to Harry. They had been given a match to turn into a needle. Callie had managed to change hers perfectly by half way through the lesson and got a rare smile from Professor McGonagall, although she noticed it was rather sad for some reason, and she got given fifteen points for Gryffindor. She could tell the fact that she had done it so quickly had flustered Harry and he turned a shade of pink.

It seemed that everyone other than Callie was looking forward to was Defence Against the Dark Arts. It wasn't as though she didn't like the subject, after Transfiguration and potions it was her favourite, but she didn't really look forward to spending time in the same classroom as the stuttering professor Quirrell.

Quirrell's lessons turned out to be a bit of a joke. His classroom smelled strongly of garlic, which everyone said was to ward off a vampire he'd met in Romania and was afraid would be coming back to get him one of these days.

His turban, he told them, had been given to him by an African prince as a thank-you for getting rid of a troublesome zombie, but they weren't sure they believed this story. For one thing, when Seamus Finnigan asked to hear how Quirrell had fought off the zombie, Quirrell went pink and started talking about the weather; for another, they had noticed that a funny smell hung around the turban, and when she asked Fred and George about it, they insisted that it was stuffed full of garlic as well, so that Quirrell was protected wherever he went.

Speaking of the twins, Callie had been spending a lot more time with Neville and her brother since they were in her year, but it seemed everywhere she went the Weasley twins would be there, smirking and saying "Hi Cal."

This nickname annoyed the living daylights out of Harry, since he had been the first to call her that, but she figured that only made them do it more.

Tuesday she was on her way to Transfiguration and was rounding the corner past the Muggle Studies classroom when she almost knocked into the twins, who were leaning against the wall in identical positions of arms folded, smirk on their faces and amusement swimming in their eyes.

"Hi Cal," The twins greeted simultaneously.

"Seriously? How do you two always seem to find me?" Callie asked, folding her arms across her chest, feeling slightly annoyed that they had managed to make her jump.

"That our friend, is for us to know-" Fred started.

"-and you to find out" George finished.

Callie rolled her eyes. She couldn't understand how they knew everywhere she was.

"You know, if I didn't know any better, I would think you two are stalking me," she sighed.

She glanced down at the blank piece of parchment that was clasped in George's hand. Now that she thought about it, they almost always had it with them.

"Now why would you think that?" Fred asked in amusement.

She narrowed her eyes.

"What's in your hand, George?"

His ears turned pink, "I have no idea what you're talking about," he said stuffing the parchment behind his back.

"Yes you do, you're ears are pink..." She surged forward and reached around George but was too late. He was holding it above his head.

Callie was tall for a first year, even taller than her brother, but the twins were 3rd years and had quite a few inches on her. She jumped up trying to reach it.

"What's going on here?" Harry asked from behind her,"having problems sis?" She turned and saw the amusement in his eyes.

"They are hiding something. And I fully intend find out." She stated matter-of-factly. She glared at the twins and grabbed her brother's arm as she pulled him into their next class.


	6. Chapter 6
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**CHAPTER 6**

Callie had never thought she would meet someone she hated, like, actually hated. There was Voldemort and his followers, but that was different. Now she had met Draco Malfoy she was proved wrong. Luckily, the first-year Gryffindors only had potions with the Slytherins so she didn't have to put up with him much, but she knew Harry felt much the same way about him and she was wondering if it was a twin thing.

When Callie stumbled from the dorms, straightening her crumpled tie as she did, she stopped when she noticed that the first years were all gathered around the wall. She went over to see what was happening and couldn't help but smile slightly when she didn't have to struggle through the crowd to look, being tall sure had its benefits.

_Flying lessons will be occurring on Thursday with the Slytherins under Madame Hooch's teaching_

A grin immediately lit up her face. This was going to be fun.

"Typical," she heard her twin mutter behind her and she turned to see him and Ron frowning at the notice "Just what I always wanted, to make a fool out of myself on a broomstick in front of Malfoy"

Callie rolled her eyes, Harry was obviously going to be better than Malfoy, who probably was terrible.

"You don't know that you'll make a fool out of yourself" said Ron reasonably. "I know he brags a lot but I bet it's all talk"

"Definitely" Callie smiled wrapping her arm around him, "besides, you're a Potter and we're definitely better than _Malfoy_" she sneered his name.

Neville walked up looking slightly green. It turns out, just like Callie and Harry, he had never been on a broomstick in his life, because his grandmother had never let him near one. Callie and Harry felt she'd had good reason, because Neville managed to have an amazing number of accidents even with both feet on the ground, which to be honest Callie could relate. to.

Hermione was almost as nervous about flying as Neville was. Flying couldn't be taught from a book, and that made Hermione nervous.

At breakfast the next morning, she saw Harry's irritation from his spot next to her at the table. She followed his narrowed green eyes, identical to their hers, to see Malfoy at the Slytherin table and her own eyes automatically narrowed. He was pulling a package from the Malfoy's eagle and was opening it, smirking in their direction.

"That slimy git-," George started.

"He's going to find himself pranked" Fred continued when they both saw Harry and Callie's eyes on Malfoy.

Malfoy had been quick to notice that Harry and Callie hadn't gotten any mail and he had been rubbing it in ever since.

Her and Harry's attention was stolen however when a barn owl bought Neville a small package from his grandmother. He opened it excitedly and showed them a glass ball the size of a large marble, which seemed to be full of white smoke.

"It's a Remembrall!" he explained "Gran knows I forget things – this tells you if there's something you've forgotten to do. Look, you hold it tight like this and if it turns red – oh…" his face fell, because the Remembrall had suddenly glowed a bright red, "you've forgotten something…"

Neville was racking his brain trying to remember what he's forgotten when Draco Malfoy, who was passing the Gryffindor table, snatched the Remembrall out of his hand.

Callie jumped to her feet angrily with Harry and Ron, right behind her, trying to remember the hexes that Fred and George had told her. She was half hoping for a reason to fight Malfoy and she was sure the other two felt the same, but sadly Professor McGonagall, who could spot trouble quicker than any teacher in the school, was there.

"What's going on?" she demanded.

"Malfoy's got my Remembrall, Professor" Neville explained.

Scowling, Malfoy quickly dropped the Remembrall back on the table "just looking" he said, and then sloped away with Crabbe and Goyle behind him.

Callie was glad that Malfoy had gotten stopped from bullying a Gryffindor, but she didn't feel any better after not being able to hex him. At three-thirty that afternoon, Callie, Harry, Ron, and the other Gryffindors hurried down the front steps onto the grounds for their first lesson, with Neville and Hermione trailing a little bit behind.

It was a nice day, and the grass rippled under their feet as they walked down the lawns toward a smooth, flat spot on the opposite side of the grounds.

The Slytherins were already there, and so were twenty broomsticks lying in neat lines on the ground.

Their teacher, Madam Hooch, arrived within a few minutes. She had short, grey hair, and eerie yellow eyes. "Well, what are you all waiting for?" she barked. "Everyone stand by a broomstick. Come on, hurry up."

Callie glanced down at her broom worriedly. It was old and some of the twigs stuck out at concerning angles.

"Stick out your right hand over your broom," called Madam Hooch at the front, "and say 'Up!"

"UP!" everyone shouted.

Callie's broom jumped into her hand and wasn't surprised to see that Harry's had as well. She was pleased to see that they were two of the few did. Hermione's had simply rolled over on the ground, and Neville's hadn't moved at all.

Madam Hooch then showed them how to correctly mount their brooms and Callie was delighted when she told Malfoy he'd been doing it wrong for a long time.

"Now, when I blow my whistle, you kick off from the ground, hard" said Madam Hooch "Keep your brooms steady, rise a few feet, and then come straight back down by leaning forward slightly. On my whistle – three – two -"

Callie readied herself by tightening her grip slightly a adjusting her position accordingly, but Neville, nervous and jumpy and frightened of being left on the ground, pushed off hard before the whistle had even touched Madam Hooch's lips.

"Come back, boy!" she shouted, but Neville was rising straight up – twelve feet – twenty feet.

Callie frowned, biting her lip as she looked up. Neville's face looked ashen as he looked down at the ground falling away, she saw him gasp, slip sideways off the broom and – WHAM – a thud. Neville lay face down on the grass in a heap. His broomstick was still rising higher and higher, and started to drift towards the forbidden forest and out of sight. Madame Hooch was bending over Neville, her face as white as his.

"Broken wrist" she muttered "come on, boy – it's all right, up you get"

She turned to the rest of the class.

"None of you are to move while I take this boy to the hospital wind." She told them "you leave those brooms where they are or you'll be out of Hogwarts before you can say 'Quidditch.' Come on dear" Neville looked up, his face tear-streaked, and met eyes with Callie. She tried to smile reassuringly, but was worried it came off more as a grimace. Neville clutched his wrist, and hobbled off with Madam Hooch, who had her arm around him.

No sooner were they out of earshot than Malfoy burst into laughter and Callie turned angry green eyes to the Slytherin.

"Did you see his face, the great lump?" The other Slytherins joined in.

"Shut up, Malfoy" she snapped.

"Ooh, sticking up for Longbottom?" said Pansy Parkinson, an ugly Slytherin girl with a face like a pug. "Never thought you'd like fat little cry-babies, Potter."

"Shove it, Pugface!" Callie retorted.

"Look!" said Malfoy, darting forward and snatching something out of the grass "It's that stupid thing Longbottom's gran sent him" the Remembrall glittered in the sun as he held it up.

"Give that here, Malfoy" Callie demanded, holding out her hand with an intense glare on her face.

Everyone stopped whispering to watch.

Malfoy smiled nastily "I don't think so, Potter, I think I'll leave it somewhere for Longbottom to find – how about – up a tree?"

"Give it here!" Harry yelled, but Malfoy had leapt onto his broomstick and taken off.

Hovering level with the topmost branches of an oak, he called "Come and get it Potters!"

Callie and Harry both grabbed their brooms.

"No!" shouted Hermione "Madam Hooch told us not to move…you'll get us all into trouble.

Harry and Callie ignored her.

She and her twin mounted their brooms and kicked hard against the ground and up they soared. She looked over at her brother. They air rushing through his black hair made it messy and his robes whipped out behind him. She smiled when she realized that both her and her brother were naturals.

Callie easily spotted the grin that appeared on Harry's face and she swore she could feel his joy flitting into her. She was sure that they had just found their passion and it wouldn't be long until they were just as obsessed with Quidditch as the Weasleys.

She rolled her eyes as Lavender and Parvati let out screams and gasps and smiled when Ron let out a whoop.

She and Harry turned their broomsticks sharply to face Malfoy in mid-air. She grinned at the stunned look on Malfoy's face, he had clearly underestimated their potential on a broomstick.

"Give it here,-" she shouted. "-or I'll knock you off that broom!" Harry's voice finished.

"Oh, yeah?" Malfoy's voice came as he tried to sneer and Callie gave a victorious smirk when she caught the worried look on his pale, pointed face.

Harry suddenly shot toward Malfoy like a javelin. Malfoy only got out of the way in time and Harry made an about-face staying steady on his broom. They were on either side of Malfoy.

e up here to save you neck, Malfoy" Harry called and Callie laughed. The idea seemed to have struck Malfoy as he shouted "Catch it if you can, then!" and he threw the glass ball high into the air and streaked back towards the ground.

Harry leaned forward and pointed his broom handle down and began gathering speed in a steep dive, racing towards the broom. Malfoy was chasing right behind him. Harry caught the remembrall, but Malfoy came careening into him and the ball flung far from his grasp. Callie didn't have time to think as she leaned forward And rushed after the object. She dove under one of the bridges and reached forward, clutching it in her grasp as she somersaulted head over heels. First years around her began to scream, but she laughed lightly when she regained balance.

"HARRY AND CALLIOPE POTTER!" Callie winced in perfect unison with her twin: Professor McGonagall was running towards them "Never…in all my time at Hogwarts…" the professor was almost speechless with shock, and her glasses flashed furiously, "…How dare you…might have broken your neck…"

"It wasn't their fault, Professor…"

"Be quiet, miss Patil"

"But, Malfoy…"

"That's enough, Mr Weasley. Mr and Ms Potter, follow me"

Callie glanced at her brother.

"Now, Potters!"

Callie followed her twin as they left with McGonagall and she bit her lip with worry. They were going to get expelled.
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She wanted to say something to defend herself, but there seemed to be something wrong with her voice. Professor McGonagall was sweeping along without even looking at them; they had to jog to keep up. Now they'd done it. They hadn't even lasted two weeks. They'd be packing her bags in ten minutes. What would the Dursley's say when she turned up on the doorstep? Callie was mentally cursing Malfoy for getting them in this mess.

Up the front steps, up the marble staircase inside and still Professor McGonagall didn't say a word to them. She wrenched open doors and marched along corridors with Harry and Callie trotting miserably behind her. Maybe she was taking them to Dumbledore. Harry thought of Hagrid, expelled but allowed to stay on as gamekeeper. Perhaps Callie and him could be Hagrid's assistants. His stomach twisted as he imagined it, watching Ron and the others becoming wizards, while he stumped around the grounds carrying Hagrid's bag.

Professor McGonagall stopped outside a classroom. She opened the door and poked her head inside.

"Excuse me, Professor Flitwick, could I borrow Wood for a moment?"

Wood? thought Callie, bewildered; was Wood a cane she was going to use on them? Callie knew what Harry was thinking and put a comforting hand on his shoulder. But Wood turned out to be a person, a burly fifth-year boy who came out of Flitwick's class looking confused.

"Follow me, you three," said Professor McGonagall, and they marched on up the corridor, Wood looking curiously at the twins.

"In here."

Professor McGonagall pointed them into a classroom that was empty except for Peeves, who was busy writing rude words on the blackboard.

"Out, Peeves!" she barked. Peeves threw the chalk into a bin, which clanged loudly, and he swooped out cursing. Professor McGonagall slammed the door behind him and turned to face the three students.

"Potter, this is Oliver Wood. Wood — I've found you a Seeker and a Chaser."

Wood's expression changed from puzzlement to delight.

"Are you serious, Professor?"

"Absolutely," said Professor McGonagall crisply. "They're naturals. I've never seen anything like it. Was that your first time on a broomstick, Potters?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

She didn't have a clue what was going on, but they didn't seem to be being expelled, and began to calm down.

"He caught that thing in his hand after a fifty-foot dive," Professor McGonagall told Wood. "Didn't even scratch himself. Charlie Weasley couldn't have done it."

Wood was now looking as though all his dreams had come true at once.

"Also, I wanted you to try here too, she was excellent at chasing, not ever been on a broomstick herself before, flew 200 yards to catch the ball,"

"Ever seen a game of Quidditch?" he asked the twins excitedly.

"Wood's captain of the Gryffindor team," Professor McGonagall explained.

"He's just the build for a seeker, too," said Wood, now walking around Harry and staring at him. "Light — speedy — we'll have to get him a decent broom, Professor — a Nimbus Two Thousand or a Cleansweep Seven, I'd say." He looked at Callie next, "She's fit for a Chaser, light and long, you could dodge the opposing team easily and reach far." Wood grinned as did Callie did.

"I shall speak to Professor Dumbledore and see if we can't bend the first-year rule. Heaven knows, we need a better team than last year. Flattened in that last match by Slytherin, I couldn't look Severus Snape in the face for weeks…"

Professor McGonagall peered sternly over her glasses at Harry and Callie.

"I want to hear you're training hard, Potters, or I may change my mind about just giving you two one detention."

Holly nodded energetically with fire in her eyes. One detention, could have been worse. Then she suddenly smiled.

"You can count on us, Professor! We'll work hard to win!"

"Your father would have been proud," she said. "He was an excellent Quidditch player himself."

"You're joking."

It was dinnertime. Harry and Callie had just finished telling Ron what had happened when she'd left the grounds with Professor McGonagall. Ron had a piece of steak and kidney pie halfway to his mouth, but he'd forgotten all about it.

"Seeker and Chaser?" he said. "But first years never — you two must be the youngest house players in about —"

" — a century!" said Harry, happily shoveling pie into her mouth. She felt particularly hungry after the excitement of the afternoon. "Wood told us."

Ron was so amazed, so impressed; he just sat and gaped at the twins.

"We start training next week," said Callie. "Only don't tell anyone, Wood wants to keep it a secret." Fred and George Weasley now came into the hall, spotted Callie and Harry, and hurried over.

"Well done," said George as he and Fred gave Callie a hug, who was trying to push them off.

"Get off me!" Callie laughed only to be ignored.

"Wood told us. We're on the team too - Beaters."

"I tell you, we're going to win that Quidditch cup for sure this year," said Fred. "We haven't won since Charlie left, but this year's team is going to be brilliant. You must be good, Wood was almost skipping when he told us." Harry laughed and Callie smiled.

"Anyway, we've got to go; Lee Jordan reckons he's found a new secret passageway out of the school."

"Bet it's that one behind the statue of Gregory the Smarmy that we found in our first week. See you."

"You two are so lucky I have detention right now, otherwise I would be following you right now!" Callie shouted after them before she quickly waved goodbye to Ron.

Callie and Harry began to make her way out of the hall, the castle and then across the grounds towards Hagrid's hut. They had detention with Hagrid in the forest.

When they finally got down to Hagrid's hut he was already waiting for them at the edge of the forest, the cross bow that is usually outside his door, held tightly in his hands.

"How yer doin' Harry, Callie?" Hagrid greeted them.

"We'd do anything to spend time with you" Callie said in a serious voice but couldn't help the grin that appeared on her face when Hagrid let out a booming laugh.

"I'm sure," Hagrid said, his beard twitching as he smiled "Now, come on, best get this over with" he said nodding towards the forest.

Briar nodded and began to follow him into the forest, looking around warily, She wasn't a fan of darkness.

"What exactly are we doing anyway?" her brother asked, turning away from the dense trees around them to look up at Hagrid questioningly.

"We're trying' ter find tha' lost broom" Hagrid told him.

Callie nodded, recalling the broom Neville was on flying towards the forbidden forest.

The next hour was spent with Callie and Harry alternating between looking for the broom and complaining about how long it was taking.

"Hagrid, I'm hungry, can't you just say we didn't find it" Callie groaned, holding onto her stomach as it grumbled for the umpteenth time.

"Can't do tha' You guys, yer here in detention," Hagrid said, he tried to make his stern, but failing.

She narrowed her eyes to look through the trees before jumping forward when she noticed the broom.

"Hey, there it-" Callie started, pointing before she saw a weird creature emerge from the trees and sniff at the ground around the broom.

It looked rather like a horse, but it was black and skeletal with leathery wings, rather similar to that of a bat.

"What is it?" Callie screeched, jumping backwards.

"Tha's a Thestral" Hagrid told her, patting her back. "You can only see them if you have seen death…." he whispered.

Callie closed her eyes as she saw a flash of green and her mum screaming for mercy, her last moments spent begging before she was falling and all she saw before she fell asleep were her mum's empty green eyes and ruby red hair spilling across the floor.

"Harry do you remember anything?" Callie whispered to her twin, dragging her wrist across her eyes to get rid of any evidence of tears. "Um no. I don't..." Harry said quietly. He knew it was wrong, but he was always jealous that Callie could remember bits and pieces of their childhood.

"I wish I didn't." Callie shuddered, and Harry wrapped his arm around her. Hagrid seemed to sense that it was a touchy topic and changed the subject.

"I've bin training the Thestrals since I was young. They pull the carriages that go to and from Hogsmeade Station" Hagrid explained.

Callie nodded. Harry was approaching the Thestral skeptically. He slowly stretched out his hand and the Thestral leaned forward slightly to nudge his hand. It seemed to decide that her brother wasn't a threat as it stepped even closer and allowed Harry to stroke his hand across it's leathery skin.

Callie smiled when she looked over to Hagrid. He was positively beaming at Harry before he grabbed the broom from the forest floor.
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She wanted to say something to defend herself, but there seemed to be something wrong with her voice. Professor McGonagall was sweeping along without even looking at them; they had to jog to keep up. Now they'd done it. They hadn't even lasted two weeks. They'd be packing her bags in ten minutes. What would the Dursley's say when she turned up on the doorstep? Callie was mentally cursing Malfoy for getting them in this mess.

Up the front steps, up the marble staircase inside and still Professor McGonagall didn't say a word to them. She wrenched open doors and marched along corridors with Harry and Callie trotting miserably behind her. Maybe she was taking them to Dumbledore. Harry thought of Hagrid, expelled but allowed to stay on as gamekeeper. Perhaps Callie and him could be Hagrid's assistants. His stomach twisted as he imagined it, watching Ron and the others becoming wizards, while he stumped around the grounds carrying Hagrid's bag.

Professor McGonagall stopped outside a classroom. She opened the door and poked her head inside.

"Excuse me, Professor Flitwick, could I borrow Wood for a moment?"

Wood? thought Callie, bewildered; was Wood a cane she was going to use on them? Callie knew what Harry was thinking and put a comforting hand on his shoulder. But Wood turned out to be a person, a burly fifth-year boy who came out of Flitwick's class looking confused.

"Follow me, you three," said Professor McGonagall, and they marched on up the corridor, Wood looking curiously at the twins.

"In here."

Professor McGonagall pointed them into a classroom that was empty except for Peeves, who was busy writing rude words on the blackboard.

"Out, Peeves!" she barked. Peeves threw the chalk into a bin, which clanged loudly, and he swooped out cursing. Professor McGonagall slammed the door behind him and turned to face the three students.

"Potter, this is Oliver Wood. Wood — I've found you a Seeker and a Chaser."

Wood's expression changed from puzzlement to delight.

"Are you serious, Professor?"

"Absolutely," said Professor McGonagall crisply. "They're naturals. I've never seen anything like it. Was that your first time on a broomstick, Potters?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

She didn't have a clue what was going on, but they didn't seem to be being expelled, and began to calm down.

"He caught that thing in his hand after a fifty-foot dive," Professor McGonagall told Wood. "Didn't even scratch himself. Charlie Weasley couldn't have done it."

Wood was now looking as though all his dreams had come true at once.

"Also, I wanted you to try here too, she was excellent at chasing, not ever been on a broomstick herself before, flew 200 yards to catch the ball,"

"Ever seen a game of Quidditch?" he asked the twins excitedly.

"Wood's captain of the Gryffindor team," Professor McGonagall explained.

"He's just the build for a seeker, too," said Wood, now walking around Harry and staring at him. "Light — speedy — we'll have to get him a decent broom, Professor — a Nimbus Two Thousand or a Cleansweep Seven, I'd say." He looked at Callie next, "She's fit for a Chaser, light and long, you could dodge the opposing team easily and reach far." Wood grinned as did Callie did.

"I shall speak to Professor Dumbledore and see if we can't bend the first-year rule. Heaven knows, we need a better team than last year. Flattened in that last match by Slytherin, I couldn't look Severus Snape in the face for weeks…"

Professor McGonagall peered sternly over her glasses at Harry and Callie.

"I want to hear you're training hard, Potters, or I may change my mind about just giving you two one detention."

Holly nodded energetically with fire in her eyes. One detention, could have been worse. Then she suddenly smiled.

"You can count on us, Professor! We'll work hard to win!"

"Your father would have been proud," she said. "He was an excellent Quidditch player himself."

"You're joking."

It was dinnertime. Harry and Callie had just finished telling Ron what had happened when she'd left the grounds with Professor McGonagall. Ron had a piece of steak and kidney pie halfway to his mouth, but he'd forgotten all about it.

"Seeker and Chaser?" he said. "But first years never — you two must be the youngest house players in about —"

" — a century!" said Harry, happily shoveling pie into her mouth. She felt particularly hungry after the excitement of the afternoon. "Wood told us."

Ron was so amazed, so impressed; he just sat and gaped at the twins.

"We start training next week," said Callie. "Only don't tell anyone, Wood wants to keep it a secret." Fred and George Weasley now came into the hall, spotted Callie and Harry, and hurried over.

"Well done," said George as he and Fred gave Callie a hug, who was trying to push them off.

"Get off me!" Callie laughed only to be ignored.

"Wood told us. We're on the team too - Beaters."

"I tell you, we're going to win that Quidditch cup for sure this year," said Fred. "We haven't won since Charlie left, but this year's team is going to be brilliant. You must be good, Wood was almost skipping when he told us." Harry laughed and Callie smiled.

"Anyway, we've got to go; Lee Jordan reckons he's found a new secret passageway out of the school."

"Bet it's that one behind the statue of Gregory the Smarmy that we found in our first week. See you."

"You two are so lucky I have detention right now, otherwise I would be following you right now!" Callie shouted after them before she quickly waved goodbye to Ron.

Callie and Harry began to make her way out of the hall, the castle and then across the grounds towards Hagrid's hut. They had detention with Hagrid in the forest.

When they finally got down to Hagrid's hut he was already waiting for them at the edge of the forest, the cross bow that is usually outside his door, held tightly in his hands.

"How yer doin' Harry, Callie?" Hagrid greeted them.

"We'd do anything to spend time with you" Callie said in a serious voice but couldn't help the grin that appeared on her face when Hagrid let out a booming laugh.

"I'm sure," Hagrid said, his beard twitching as he smiled "Now, come on, best get this over with" he said nodding towards the forest.

Briar nodded and began to follow him into the forest, looking around warily, She wasn't a fan of darkness.

"What exactly are we doing anyway?" her brother asked, turning away from the dense trees around them to look up at Hagrid questioningly.

"We're trying' ter find tha' lost broom" Hagrid told him.

Callie nodded, recalling the broom Neville was on flying towards the forbidden forest.

The next hour was spent with Callie and Harry alternating between looking for the broom and complaining about how long it was taking.

"Hagrid, I'm hungry, can't you just say we didn't find it" Callie groaned, holding onto her stomach as it grumbled for the umpteenth time.

"Can't do tha' You guys, yer here in detention," Hagrid said, he tried to make his stern, but failing.

She narrowed her eyes to look through the trees before jumping forward when she noticed the broom.

"Hey, there it-" Callie started, pointing before she saw a weird creature emerge from the trees and sniff at the ground around the broom.

It looked rather like a horse, but it was black and skeletal with leathery wings, rather similar to that of a bat.

"What is it?" Callie screeched, jumping backwards.

"Tha's a Thestral" Hagrid told her, patting her back. "You can only see them if you have seen death…." he whispered.

Callie closed her eyes as she saw a flash of green and her mum screaming for mercy, her last moments spent begging before she was falling and all she saw before she fell asleep were her mum's empty green eyes and ruby red hair spilling across the floor.

"Harry do you remember anything?" Callie whispered to her twin, dragging her wrist across her eyes to get rid of any evidence of tears. "Um no. I don't..." Harry said quietly. He knew it was wrong, but he was always jealous that Callie could remember bits and pieces of their childhood.

"I wish I didn't." Callie shuddered, and Harry wrapped his arm around her. Hagrid seemed to sense that it was a touchy topic and changed the subject.

"I've bin training the Thestrals since I was young. They pull the carriages that go to and from Hogsmeade Station" Hagrid explained.

Callie nodded. Harry was approaching the Thestral skeptically. He slowly stretched out his hand and the Thestral leaned forward slightly to nudge his hand. It seemed to decide that her brother wasn't a threat as it stepped even closer and allowed Harry to stroke his hand across it's leathery skin.

Callie smiled when she looked over to Hagrid. He was positively beaming at Harry before he grabbed the broom from the forest floor.
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When they returned to the common room, Ron rushed up to meet them.

"When you guys left for detention, Malfoy and his cronies showed up and started bad-talking you. Then he challenged both of you to a wizard's duel. So I said I was your second," he pointed at Harry,"and Hermione said she would be yours," he nodded towards Callie.

Harry rubbed the back of his neck,"Um okay. When is it?"

"At midnight, the trophy room."

Callie nodded,"Ron. What's a wizards duel?"

At half-past eleven she and Hermione snuck out ready to meet Ron and Harry. She pulled on her bathrobes, picked up her wand, and crept across the tower room, down the spiral staircase, and into the Gryffindor common room. A few embers were still glowing in the fireplace, turning all the armchairs into hunched black shadows.

"Alright?" said Ron when he saw her.

She nodded "Let's do this."

They had almost reached the portrait hole when Hermione spoke from behind them, "I'll still be your second, but I still can't believe you're going to do this, Callie."

Ron glared at her and Callie signed. She like Hermione. She was a sweet girl, out of all her roommates Hermione was the least annoying. Plus, she would often help Callie with their homework.

"Look Hermi-" Ron sneered.

"Come on, Ron. She said she was still my second." Callie grabbed his arm and pushed him out the common room.

You've got some nerve —" said Ron loudly.

"Shut up, both of you!" said Hearty sharply. "I heard something."

It was a sort of snuffling.

"Mrs. Norris?" breathed Ron, squinting through the dark.

It wasn't Mrs. Norris. It was Neville.

"What the-"

"SHHH!"

He was curled up on the floor, fast asleep, but jerked suddenly awake as they crept nearer.

"Neville, what the bloody hell are you doing sleeping on the floor?" Ron muttered.

"Thank goodness you found me! I've been out here for hours; I couldn't remember the new password to get into bed."

"Keep your voice down, Neville. The password's 'Pig snout' but it won't help you now, the Fat Lady's gone.

How's your arm?" Callie asked helping him up.

"Fine," said Neville, showing them. "Madam Pomfrey mended it in about a minute."

"Good — well, look, Neville, we've got to be somewhere, we'll see you later —"

"Don't leave me!" said Neville, scrambling to his feet, "I don't want to stay here alone, the Bloody Baron's been past twice already."

Callie sighed, then smiled at her friend. "Fine, Neville. You can tag along with us just be quiet."

Callie was surprised when Neville wrapped his arms around her out of gratitude.

Callie laughed and hugged him back.

Ron looked at his watch and then glared furiously at Hermione and Neville.

"If either of you get us caught, I'll never rest until I've learned that Bat-bogey hex Ginny does so well so I can use it on you!"

Hermione opened her mouth, but Harry and Callie hissed at her to be quiet and beckoned them all forward.

They ran along corridors Warily, expecting to run into Filch or Mrs. Norris, but they were lucky. They sped up a staircase to the third floor and tiptoed toward the trophy room.

Malfoy and Crabbe weren't there yet.

The crystal trophy cases glimmered where the moonlight caught them. Cups, shields, plaques, and statues winked silver and gold in the darkness. They edged along the walls, keeping their eyes on the doors at either end of the room. Callie took out her wand in case Malfoy leapt in and started at once, and saw her brother doing the same.

The minutes crept by.

"He's late, maybe he's chickened out," Ron whispered.

"If he is, I'm gonna-" Harry started but was cut off by a sudden noise in the next room that made them jump. Callie had only just raised her wand when they heard someone speak — and it wasn't Malfoy.

"Sniff around, my sweet, they might be lurking in a corner."

It was Filch speaking to Mrs. Norris. Horror-struck, Callie waved madly at the other four to follow her as quickly as possible; they scurried silently toward the door, away from Filch's voice. Neville's robes had barely whipped round the corner when they heard Filch enter the trophy room.

"They're in here somewhere," they heard him mutter, "probably hiding."

"This way!" Harry mouthed to the others and, petrified, they began to hurry down a long gallery full of suits of armor. They could hear Filch getting nearer. Neville suddenly let out a frightened squeak and broke into a run he tripped, grabbed Callie around the waist in fright, and the pair of them toppled right into a suit of armor.

The clanging and crashing were enough to wake the whole castle.

"RUN!" Ron yelled, and the five of them sprinted down the gallery, not looking back to see whether Filch was following — they swung around the doorpost and galloped down one corridor then another, Harry in the lead, without any idea where they were or where they were going — they ripped through a tapestry and found themselves in a hidden passageway, hurtled along it and came out near their Charms classroom, which they knew was miles from the trophy room.

"I think we've lost him," Hermione panted, leaning against the cold wall and wiping her forehead. Neville was bent double, wheezing and spluttering.

"I —told — you," Hermione gasped, clutching at the stitch in her chest, "I — told — you."

"Now...isn't...the...time." Callie said between pants.

"We've got to get back to Gryffindor tower," said Ron, "quickly as possible."

"Malfoy tricked you," Hermione said to Callie and Harry. "You realize that, don't you? He was never going to meet you — Filch knew someone was going to be in the trophy room, Malfoy must have tipped him off."

"You're right, Hermione. I swear, when I see him I'm gonna wring his-",

"SHHH!" Harry whispered. Filch coming around the corner. They ran as fast as they could, right to the end of the corridor where they slammed into a door….and it was locked.

"This is it!" Ron moaned, as they pushed helplessly at the door, "We're done for! This is the end!"

They could hear footsteps, Filch running as fast as he could toward The noise they were making.

"Oh, move over, " Hermione snarled. She grabbed Harry's wand, tapped the lock, and whispered, "'Alohomora!"

The lock clicked and the door swung open…they piled through it, shut it quickly, and pressed their ears against it, listening.

I guess he thinks this door is locked," Harry whispered as they heard Filch trudge off, cursing them under his breath. "I think we'll be okay…get off, Neville!" Neville had been tugging on the sleeve of Harry's bathrobe for the last minute.

"What?" Harry asked and Callie and the others turned with him and saw quite it.

For a moment, Callie was sure she was in a dream…this was too much, on top of everything that had happened so far. They weren't in a room, as she had supposed. They were in a corridor. The forbidden corridor on the third floor and now they knew why it was forbidden. They were looking straight into the eyes of a monstrous dog, a dog that filled the whole space between ceiling and floor. It had three heads.

Three pairs of rolling, mad eyes; three noses, twitching and quivering in their direction; three drooling mouths, saliva hanging in slippery ropes from yellowish fangs. It was standing quite still, all six eyes staring at them, and Callie knew that the only reason they weren't already dead was that their sudden appearance had taken it by surprise, but it was quickly getting over that, there was no mistaking what those thunderous growls meant.

"A dog with three bloody heads" Ron whispered in shock.

Callie rolled her green eyes and she seemed to know instinctively what to do and began to hum, stroking each of the three heads in turn. The dog began to wag it tail happily, it three tongues lolling outside of its mouth.

"Mental that one" she heard Ron mutter but chose to ignore it.

"See it's fine" Callie muttered, but the minute she stopped humming and stroking the dog it came out of its stupor and growled menacingly.

Harry groped for the doorknob, between Filch and death, he'd take Filch. At the last second Harry and Neville grabbed Callie and the five of them fell backward. Harry slammed the door shut, and they ran, they almost flew, back down the corridor.

Filch must have hurried off to look for them somewhere else, because they didn't see him anywhere, but they hardly cared…all they wanted to do was put as much space as possible between them and that monster. They didn't stop running until they reached the portrait of the Fat Lady on the seventh floor.

"Where on earth have you all been?" she asked, looking at their bathrobes hanging off their shoulders and their flushed, sweaty faces.

"Never mind that…pig snout, pig snout," panted Harry, and the portrait swung forward.

They scrambled into the common room and collapsed, trembling, into armchairs. It was a while before any of them said anything. Neville, indeed, looked as if he'd never speak again.

"What do they think they're doing, keeping a thing like that locked up in a school?" said Ron finally. "If any dog needs exercise, that one does."

Hermione had got both her breath and her bad temper back again. "You don't use your eyes, any of you, do you?" she snapped. "Didn't you see what it was standing on."

"The floor?" Harry suggested.

"I wasn't looking at its feet; I was too busy with its heads." Ron snapped.

"No, not the floor, It was standing on a trapdoor" Hermione said rolling her eyes,

"It's obviously guarding something." She finished and then she stood up, glaring at them. "I hope you three are pleased with yourselves. We could all have been killed…or worse, expelled. Now, if you don't mind, I'm going to bed."

Ron stared after her, his mouth open.

"No, we don't mind," he said. "You'd think we dragged her along, wouldn't you."

Callie shook her head and followed the girl up the staircase.
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Callie didn't think anything could be better than seeing the twins jealous and awed expression when she told them about her adventure with Harry, Ron, Hermione and Neville running around the castle avoiding Filch and meeting the three headed dog. However, she couldn't wipe the grin off her face when Malfoy had looked at Harry and Ron with an utterly shocked expression when he realised they were still at Hogwarts, looking tired, but perfectly cheerful.

Harry thought it was a great adventure, despite Hermione's lecture this morning, but Callie agreed that it had been dangerous.

In the meantime she was sitting in the great hall, both her and Ron scoffing their huge breakfasts at a great speed, as Harry filled her and Ron in on all his ideas about the package that seemed to have been moved from Gringotts to Hogwarts, and they spent a lot of time wondering what could possibly need such heavy protection.

"It's either really valuable or really dangerous" Harry said eagerly.

"Or Both" Callie added with a nod.

But as all they knew for sure about the mysterious object was that it was about two inches long, they didn't have much chance of guessing what it was without further clues. Neither Neville nor Hermione showed the slightest interest in what lay underneath the dog and the trapdoor. All Neville cared about was never going near the dog again.

Hermione was now refusing to speak to Harry and Ron, but according to them she was such a bossy know-it-all that they saw this as an added bonus, and to be honest Callie could understand them. Hermione was still speaking to Callie, but she was being much colder than before.

A week later she found herself sitting with the Twins. Lee was off in detention since they had snuck into Hogsmeade a couple of days ago and he was the only one to get caught.

She heard gasps sound around her and she looked up to see what the commotion was and her own gasp released itself from her lips as she saw 2 long, thin packages, being carried by 10 large screech owls. Callie was just as interested as everyone else to see what was in the large parcels, and was amazed when the owls soared down and dropped them right in front of Harry and herself.

Callie shared a look with the twins before she quickly looked at Harry.

"What's going on? What's the packages?" Ron asked Harry and Callie as he sat down in between them, eyeing the packages eagerly.

Callie just shook her head, and looked at he Richter who was looking at his package in wonder. He reached forward and grabbed the letter on top of the parcel and ripped it open. She took the letter on top of her package as well. Her green eyes flitted across the page and they widened in awe as she read the letter, failing terribly at hiding her glee, and she leaned over the table slightly so that she, Ron, and Neville could read it at the same time.

It turned out it was a good thing she and Harry had opened the letter first as it said:

_DO NOT OPEN AT THE TABLE_

_It contains your new Nimbus Two Thousand, but I don't want everybody knowing you've got a broomstick or they'll all want one. Oliver Wood will meet you tonight on the Quidditch field at seven o'clock for you first training session._

_Professor McGonagall_

"A Nimbus Two Thousand" Ron moaned enviously, his eyes trailing back towards the packages with wonder. Callie handed the letter to Fred and George, whose eyes widened in awe as they handed the letter back to her.

"I've never even touched one" Fred added in an envious voice.

Callie shared a glance with Harry, and they rushed out of the hall with Ron, Neville, and the twins following eagerly behind so they could unwrap the broomsticks in private before their first class, but halfway across the entrance hall, they found the way upstairs barred by Crabbed and Goyle. Callie put her hand in her pocket to grip her wand, anticipating an attack.

She glared angrily as Malfoy seized the package from her hand and felt it.

"That's a broomstick" he said, throwing it back at her harshly, with a mixture of jealousy and spirit on his face "you two will be in for it this time, Potter's, first years aren't allowed them"

She shared a glance with Ron and neither of them could resist it.

"It's not just any old Broomstick" Ron smirked "it's a Nimbus Two Thousand."

"What did you say you've got at home, Malfoy, a Comet Two Sixty?" Fred taunted. He turned to her and Harry with a grin "Comets look flashy, but they're not in the same league as the Nimbus"

"What would you know about it, Weasley, you couldn't afford half the handle" Malfoy snapped back. "I suppose you and your brothers have to save up twig by twig"

Callie growled angrily at the dig on her friends, tightening her grip on her wand in her pocket, as the tops of Ron and the twins ears reddened.

Callie opened her mouth to make a scathing remark, but was interrupted by Professor Flitwick appearing at Malfoy's elbow.

"Not arguing, I hope?" he squeaked.

"Potter has been sent a broomstick, Professor" said Malfoy quickly and Callie resisted the urge to roll her eyes at the immature attempt to get them into trouble.

"Yes, yes, that's right" said Professor Flitwick, positively beaming at Harry and Callie. "Professor McGonagall told me all about the special circumstances. And what model is it?"

"Nimbus Two Thousand, sir" said Harry. Callie could easily tell that he was fighting hard not to laugh at the look of horror on Malfoy's face, and Callie had to admit she was sure her face was identical to his and not just because they were identical twins.

"And it's really thanks to Malfoy here that we got them." Callie couldn't resist adding with a very small, very wicked smirk.

After Flitwick left, Callie, Harry, Ron, Neville, and the twins headed upstairs, all of them smothering their laughter at Malfoy's face.

"Well, it's true" Harry chortled as they reached the top of the marble staircase "if he hadn't have stolen Neville's Remembrall I wouldn't be on the team…"

"So I suppose you think that's a reward for breaking the rules?" came an angry voice from behind them and Callie held in a groan when she realised Hermione was stomping up the stairs, looking disapprovingly at the packages in Harry and Callie's hands. This certainly wasn't going to help her and the boys' relationship.

"I thought you weren't speaking to us?" Harry said quietly.

"Yes, don't stop now" said Ron dryly "it's doing us so much good."

Hermione didn't even bother to answer, instead she stomped away.

"Wow" she sighed in unison with Ron as the two broomsticks rolled onto Harry's bedspread.

It looked wonderful, she didn't think she had ever seen something so beautiful. It was sleek and shiny, with a mahogany handle, it had a long tail of neat, straight twigs and Nimbus Two Thousand written in gold near the top.

Callie spent a full ten minutes just staring at the glorious brooms, before she gave it one last longing look when Neville dragged her off for charms class. Callie had more trouble than usual keeping her mind on her lessons that day. It kept wandering to her broomstick. It got so bad that she accidentally set Neville's robes on fire in Charms.
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As seven o'clock drew nearer, Harry and Callie left the castle and set off in the dusk towards the Quidditch field. To eager to fly to wait for Wood, they mounted their broomsticks and kicked off the ground. What a feeling- Callie swooped in and out of the goal posts and then sped up and down the field.

"Hey, Potters, come down!"

Oliver Wood had arrived. He was carrying a large wooden crate under his arm. Callie landed next to him.

"Very nice," said Wood, his eyes glinting. "I see what McGonagall meant... You really are naturals. I'm just going to teach you the rules this evening, then you'll be joining team practice three times a week."

He opened the crate. Inside were four different-sized balls.

"Right," said wood. "Now Quidditch is easy enough to understand. There are 7 players in each side. Three of them are called chasers," he pointed at Callie. Wood took out a bright red ball about the size of a soccer ball. "This balls the quaffle. The chasers throw the quaffle to each other and try to get it through one of the hoops. Follow me?"

Callie nodded.

"So kind of like basketball on broomsticks with 6 hoops?" She looked at Harry.

"What's basketball?" Wood asked curiously.

"Never mind," Harry said quickly.

"Now there's another player on each side who's called the Keeper- I'm keeper for Gryffindor. I have to fly around our hoops and stop the other team from scoring.

"Okay," Harry nodded.

"Got that. So what are they for?" Callie pointed at the 3 balls left inside the box.

"I'll show you now," said Wood, handing Harry and Callie small clubs.

"I'm going to show you what bludgers do," wood said. "These two are the bludgers." He showed them two black balls slightly smaller than the quaffle.

"Stand back," Wood warned. At once, the black balls rose high in the air and pelted straight at Harry and Callie's faces. Callie swung at the bat to stop it, and sent it sailing into the air. Wood dived on top of it and forced it into the box. He smiled at Callie. "You would've made a good beater too.

The bludgers rocket around, trying to knock players off their brooms. That's why you have two beaters on each team- the Weasley twins are ours- it's their job to protect our team and try to hit the other team."

The twins nodded.

"Er- have bludgers ever killed anyone? Callie asked.

"Never at Hogwarts. A few broken jaws. Now you're the seeker," he pointed at Harry, "You don't have to worry about the quaffle or the Bludgers-"

"Unless they crack my head open." Harry muttered.

"Don't worry. The Weasleys are more than a match for the bludgers- they're like a pair of human bludgers themselves."

Callie snorted and Harry looked slightly relieved. "You," he nodded towards Callie," have to worry about the bludgers. The other team Will most likely be aiming at you, but I think the Weasley twins can handle it." She gulped. Her life? In Fred and George's hands? Not a good idea. Wood held up a bright gold ball about the size of a walnut. "This-," said wood," is the golden snitch. It's the most important ball. It's the seekers job to catch it. Normally the seekers team that catches it wins because it gives his team and extra hundred and fifty points. That's why seekers get fouled so much. A game of quidditch only ends when the snitch is caught, so it can go on for ages. The quidditch cup will have our name on it for sure this year."
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Perhaps it was because she was now so busy, what with quidditch practice on to of her homework, Callie could hardly believe she's been at Hogwarts for 2 months. On Halloween, they woke to the smell of delicious baking. Even better, Professor Flitwick announced in charms they would learn how to make objects fly, something they had all been dying to try since they'd seen him make Neville's toad zoom around the classroom. Professor Flitwick put the class into pairs to practice. Callie was partnered with Neville, Harry was working with Seamus Finnigan, and Ron, however, was to be working with Hermione. It was hard to tell whether Ron or Hermione was angrier about this. She hadn't spoken to either Harry or Ron since the day Harry's broomstick had arrived.

"Now, don't forget that nice wrist movement we've been practicing!" squeaked Professor Flitwick, perched on top of his pile of books as usual. "Swish and flick, remember, swish and flick. And saying the magic words properly is very important, too…never forget Wizard Baruffio, who said 's' instead of 'f' and found himself on the floor with a buffalo on his chest."

Callie found the spell extremely easy, although she supposed it was because George had taught it her so that they could both levitate water balloons off of the astronomy tower since they were bored and the Fred was in detention with Professor Sprout. However, it seemed the same couldn't be said for Harry, he swished and flicked, but the feather he was supposed to be sending skyward just lay on the desktop.

She had earned twenty points for Gryffindor being the first one to do it.

Ron, at the next table, was having the same amount of luck with the spell as Harry was.

"Wingardium Leviosa!" he shouted, waving his long arms like a windmill.

"You're saying it wrong," Callie heard Hermione snap. "It's Wing-gar-dium Levi-O-sa; make the 'gar' nice and long."

"You do it, then, if you're so clever," Ron snarled.

Hermione rolled up the sleeves of her gown, flicked her wand, and said, "Wingardium Leviosa!" Her feather rose off the desk and hovered about four feet above their heads.

"Oh, well done!" cried Professor Flitwick, clapping. "Everyone see here, Miss Granger's done it!"

Ron was in a very bad mood by the end of the class. "It's no wonder no one can stand her," he said to Harry and Callie, as they pushed their way into the crowded corridor, "she's a nightmare, honestly."

Someone knocked into Harry as they hurried past them. It was Hermione. Callie caught a glimpse of her face and was startled to see that she was in tears. Her face hardened at the sight of her friend crying, Callie could be harsh, but when it came to her friends, she was extremely kind.

"I think she heard you." Harry said looking in the direction Hermione had gone.

"So?" said Ron, but he looked a bit uncomfortable. "She must've noticed she's got no friends."

"You're a prat Ronald Weasley" Callie snarled, hitting him over the head with her charms book "and she does have a friend Ronald- me."

She glared one last time at the redhead before she stormed off in the direction Hermione left in a silent rage.

She tried to keep up but her friend was very fast. She ran towards the girls bathroom on the first floor. As soon as she entered she could hear Hermione's cries and sniffled from the third stall.

"Hermione" she said softly, knocking on the door "Hermione are you going to come out? You're missing class and soon you'll miss the feast"

"No! Go away!" Hermione shouted, her voice cracking as she continued to cry.

"I'm not going away, so I'll stay with you." Callie paused hoping that the statement would draw her friend out, but she was just met with more cries.

She sighed and sat down on the floor, her back resting against the wall in front of the stall and putting her back on her lap. She sat there in silence for a while, the only sound was Hermione's cries. She decided to start talking about whatever was on her mind.

"You know, Halloween has always been my least favorite holiday." Callie said softly tilting her head back to rest on the door and she could tell Hermione was listening as her cries quietened and Callie hardly ever spoke about anything important.

"11 years ago to this day, my parents were killed by Voldemort," Callie began to explain, but she began to cry and she sighed as tears began to fall down her cheeks "I only remember one thing about my mum, and that's her dying. I really, really miss them. I wish they were all here" she whispered.

"Harry's the only family I have. My aunt's family, well they aren't really family. They never liked us, and Harry and I only had each other."

Callie dragged her wrist across her eyes to dry her tears on her robes.

There was a click as Hermione finally opened the door and she glanced up to Hermione with teary eyes and quickly jumped to her feet.

Hermione opened her arms and Callie quickly did the same and they pulled each other into a tight hug. It seemed the situations had reversed, as now it was Callie crying into Hermione's bushy brown hair.

"I'm sorry" Hermione croaked "here I am crying about what some boy I barely know said, and you…you have it so much worse"

"It's okay." Callie whispered, pulling away so she could wipe away her tears. "Besides Ron's a prat" she joked, trying to lighten the mood and Hermione gave a small chuckle.

"Yeah, definitely,"Hermione agreed.

"Do you smell that?" Callie asked, wrinkling her nose.

Hermione nodded, reaching up her hand to pinch her nose. Callie's eyes were watering again, but this time it was because of the horrid smell.

The girls turned at the same time as a loud thud sounded behind them by the door. They were met with a horrible sight. Twelve feet tall, it's skin was a dull, granite colour, it's great lumpy body was like a boulder with it's small, bald head perched on top like a coconut. It had short legs thick as tree trunks with flat, horny feet.

The smell coming from it was incredible. It was holding a huge wooden club, which dragged along the floor because its arms were so long.

The troll stopped next to a doorway and peered inside. It waggled its long ears, making up its tiny mind, and then slouched slowly into the room.

It was a mountain troll.

The troll let out a mighty roar and Callie and Hermione screamed in response, quickly moving back until their backs were pressed up against the far wall, trying to get as far as possible away from it.

Her eyes widened In surprise as Harry and Ron burst through the door, eyes wide with fear and shock.

"Confuse it!" Harry said desperately to all of them, and, seizing a tap, he threw it as hard as he could against the wall.

The troll stopped a few feet from The girls and she breathed in a few shaky breaths, scared of getting squished by this horrid creature. She still had her wand held out in front of her defensively, she knew now that it wouldn't help much, but it made her feel marginally better.

It lumbered around, blinking stupidly, to see what had made the noise. It's little eyes saw Harry, and It hesitated for a moment and then made for her twin instead, lifting it's club as it went.

"Oi, pea-brain!" yelled Ron from the other side of the room, and he threw a metal pipe at it.

The troll didn't even seem to notice the pipe hitting it's shoulder, but it heard the yell and paused again, turning it's ugly snout toward Ron instead, giving Harry time to run around it.

"Come on, run, run!" Harry yelled, grabbing hold of Hermione and his twin, who had been frozen in fear.

She attempted to pull Hermione towards the door, but it seemed as though she couldn't move, she was still flat against the wall, her mouth open with terror as she stared up at the troll.

The shouting and the echoes seemed to be driving the troll berserk. It roared again and started towards Ron, who was nearest and had no way to escape. Harry then did something very brave or very stupid, she liked to think it was very brave, they were Gryffindors after all. Her brother took a great running jump and managed to fasten his arms around the troll's neck from behind.

The Troll couldn't feel Harry hanging there, but he shoved his wand up and it had gone straight up one of the troll's nostrils. Howling with pain, the troll twisted and flailed its club, with Harry clinging on for dear life. Hermione had sunk to the floor in fright and Ron pulled out his own wand…not knowing what he was going to do.

"Swish and flick" Callie yelled at him desperately, as she watched her brothers hold on the troll slip so that Harry instead, clinging to his waist with a scared grip..

"Wingardium Leviosa!" Ron cried.

The club flew suddenly out of the troll's hand, rose high, high up into the air, turned slowly over…and dropped, with a sickening crack, onto its owner's head. The troll swayed on the spot and then fell flat on its face, with a thud that made the whole room tremble. Callie and Harry got to their feet. They were both shaking and out of breath. Ron was standing there with his wand still raised, staring at what he had done.

Surprisingly, it was Hermione who spoke first. "Is it…dead?"

"I don't think so-" started Harry,

"-it's just been knocked out." Ron finished..

Harry bent down and pulled his wand out of the troll's nose. It was covered in what looked like lumpy grey glue.

"Lovely" Callie said sarcastically, her nose wrinkled in disgust.

"Ugh…troll bogies."

He wiped it on the troll's trousers.

A sudden slamming and loud footsteps made the four of them look up. They hadn't realized what a racket they had been making, but of course, someone downstairs must have heard the crashes and the troll's roars.

Professor McGonagall had come bursting into the room, closely followed by Snape, with Quirrell bringing up the rear. Quirrell took one look at the troll, let out a faint whimper, and sat quickly down on a toilet, clutching his heart. Snape bent over the troll. McGonagall was looking at Ron, Callie, and Harry, Her lips were white.

"What on earth were you thinking?" said McGonagall, with cold fury in her voice. Callie looked at Ron, who was still standing with his wand in the air, she gestured for Ron to put it down, but he seemed oblivious. "You're lucky you weren't killed. Why aren't you in your dormitory?"

Snape gave Harry a swift, piercing look, but she could've swore he smiled slightly when his eyes landed on Callie. Callie glanced away not being able to stand their head of houses cold stare and Harry looked at the floor. She wished Ron would put his wand down.

Then a small voice came out of the shadows. "Please, Professor McGonagall - they were looking for me."

"Miss Granger!"

Hermione had managed to get to her feet at last. "I went looking for the troll because I…I thought I could deal with it on my own…you know, because I've read all about them." Ron dropped his wand. Hermione Granger, telling a downright lie to a teacher? "If they hadn't found me, I'd be dead now. Callie distracted and attacked the troll, Harry stuck his wand up its nose and Ron knocked it out with its own club. They didn't have time to come and fetch anyone. It was about to finish me off when they arrived."

Harry and Ron tried to look as though this story wasn't new to them, but weren't doing a very good job, and Callie could only assume she looked the same.

"Well…in that case..." said McGonagall, staring at the four of them, "Miss Granger, you foolish girl, how could you think of tackling a mountain troll on your own?" Hermione hung her head. Hermione was the last person to do anything against the rules, and here she was, pretending she had, to get them out of trouble.

"Miss Granger, five points will be taken from Gryffindor for this," said McGonagall. "I'm very disappointed in you. If you're not hurt at all, you'd better get off to Gryffindor tower. Students are finishing the feast in their houses." Hermione left, and the professor turned to Harry, Callie, and Ron. "Well, I still say you were lucky, but not many first years could have taken on a full-grown mountain troll. You each win Gryffindor five points. Professor Dumbledore will be informed of this. You may go."

The three of them hurried out of the chamber and didn't speak at all until they had climbed two floors up. It was a relief to be away from the smell of the troll, quite apart from anything else.

"We should have gotten more than fifteen points," Ron grumbled.

"Ten, you mean, once she's taken off Hermione's." Callie sighed, she definitely agreed with Ron. Battling a fully grown mountain troll definitely deserved at least thirty five points..
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In November, the weather turned very cold. The mountains around the school became icy grey. Every morning the ground was covered in frost. Hagrid could be seen from the upstairs windows defrosting broomsticks on the Quidditch field, bundled up in a long moleskin overcoat, rabbit fur gloves, and enormous beaver-skin boots.

Much to Callie's delight the Quidditch season had begun. On Saturday would be her and Harry's first match after weeks of training: Gryffindor versus Slytherin. If Gryffindor won, they would move up into second place in the house championship.

Callie was lucky that she was Hermione's friend because she doubted that she would have been able to get through all his homework without her, what with all the last-minute Quidditch practice Wood was making the team do.

Callie had checked 'Quidditch through the Ages' out of the library so that she and Harry could learn more about the sport. She loved the book, she really like reading about the seven hundred ways of committing a Quidditch foul and that all of them had happened during a World Cup match in 1473; that Seekers were usually the smallest and fastest players, and that most serious Quidditch accidents seemed to happen to them; that although people rarely died playing Quidditch, referees had been known to vanish and turn up months later in the Sahara Desert.

Hermione had become a bit more relaxed about breaking rules since Harry and Ron had saved the two of from the mountain troll, and she was much nicer for it in Callie's opinion as she didn't have to suffer through as many lectures about her pranking now. The day before their first Quidditch match the four of them were out in the freezing courtyard during break, and she had conjured them up a bright blue fire that could be carried around in a jam-jar.

They were standing with their backs to it, getting warm, when Snape crossed the yard. Callie frowned when she noticed that he was limping. Callie, Harry, Ron, and Hermione moved closer together to block the fire from view; they were sure it wouldn't be allowed. Unfortunately, something about the others' guilty faces caught Snape's eye. He limped over. He hadn't seen the fire, but he seemed to be looking for a reason to tell them off anyway.

"What's that you've got there, Potter?" he sneered at Harry.

It was Quidditch through the Ages. Harry showed him.

"Library books are not to be taken outside the school," said Snape. "Give it to me. Five points from Gryffindor."

"He's just made that rule up," Harry muttered angrily as Snape limped away. "Wonder what's wrong with his leg?"

"Dunno," Ron shrugged.

The following morning, Callie was feeling just as worried as her twin. According to Fred and George, the Gryffindor vs Slytherin matches were always the most entertaining and the most vicious.

The Great Hall was full of the delicious smell of fried sausages and the cheerful chattering.

Ron piled his plate up high and started wolfing down his meal as Hermione eyed him distastefully from opposite them beside Harry. She frowned when she noticed that her Harry and Callie weren't eating, they were just staring down at their empty plates with pale faces and nervous green eyes.

"You've got to eat some breakfast" Hermione told them after swallowing a mouthful of bacon.

"I don't want anything" Harry said, not looking up from the empty gold plate in front of him.

"Neither do I," Callie agreed.

"Just a bit of toast" wheedled Hermione.

"I'm not Hungry" Harry and Callie chorused.

Ron frowned as he ate another hash brown. Just from looking at Harry's face she could tell he felt just as terrible as she did.

In an hours' time the Gryffindor team would be making their way to the field.

"Harry, Callie, you need your strength" said Fred from their left "Seekers are always the ones who get clobbered by the other team and odds are the other team's gonna target you and Callie." George nodded, not being able to speak since his mouth was full.

"Thanks, Guys," said Harry dryly as he watched them pile ketchup on their sausages.

By eleven o'clock, the whole school seemed to be out in the stands around the Quidditch pitch. Many students had binoculars. The seats might be raised high in the air, but it was still difficult to see what was going on sometimes.

Ron and Hermione joined Neville, Seamus, and Dean the West Ham football fan up in the top row. As a surprise for Harry and Callie, the other first years had painted a large banner on one of the sheets Scabbers had ruined. It said Potters for President, and Dean, who was good at drawing, had done a large Gryffindor lion underneath. Then Hermione had performed a tricky little charm so that the paint flashed different colours.

Meanwhile, in the locker room, Callie and the rest of the team were changing into their scarlet quidditch robes.

Wood cleared his throat. "Okay, men," he said.

"AND women," Angelina Johnson, another chaser, pointed out.

"And women," Wood agreed. "This is it."

"The big one," said Fred Weasley sitting next to her.

"The one we've all been waiting for," said George sitting on her other side.

"We know his speech by heart," Fred explained.

"We were on the team last year."

Callie stood next to Harry as they walked out onto the field. Madam hooch was refereeing. She stood in the middle of the field, her broom in her hand.

"Now I want a nice fair game, all of you," she said, once both teams were gathered around her.

"Mount your brooms please."

Callie looked over into the crowd and saw the banner her friends had made for them, she felt braver.

Madam hooch gave a loud blast in her whistle and 14 brooms lifted into the air. They we're off.

"And the quaffle is immediately taken by Johnson of Gryffindor- excellent chaser she is, rather attractive too-"

"JORDAN!"

"Sorry, Professor.."

"She passes it to Spinnet, back to Johnson- she drops it- no... Callie Potter recovers the quaffle. That girls good. I might add she's very pretty- oh nevermind. The other potter is giving me a rather rude glare- potter dodges a bludger and- she Scores! 10 points to Gryffindor!"

Callie looked up and saw her brother way above them, squinting looking for some sign of the snitch.

"Flint gains the quaffle- Is going to Sco- no stopped by Gryffindor keeper Wood and Gryffindors take the quaffle- Chaser Katie Bell, nice dive around flint and- OUCH- that must have hurt, hit in the head by a bludger- quaffle taken by the slytherins- Pucey speeding toward the goalposts- blocked by a bludger by one of the Weasley twins, don't know which one- Potter gains the quaffle..."

Callie looked up and saw the jet black ball speeding towards her head. She ducked just in time, and Fred came chasing after it.

"All right there Callie?" He yelled before he beat the bludger towards Marcus Flint. It was as Callie dodged another bludger that it happened. Her broom gar a sudden lurch and went spinning. She gripped the brim tightly with her hands. She had never felt anything like that. It happened again. it was as if her broom was trying not to buck her off. She realized her room was completely out of control, as couldn't turn it, couldn't direct it at all really. Her broom rolled over and over, with her just managing to hold on. Then the whole crowd gasped. Callie's brr had given a wild jerk and she had swung off it. She was now dangling from it, holding on with only one hand. Her broom jerked again, and her hand slipped off. She was falling from 50 feet in the air. She heard screams from the crowd, felt the air whizzing through her hair, and the sky around her turned black.
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She opened her eyes and found herself in one of the beds in the hospital wing. Neville was sitting next to her, Hermione and Ron on the other side of her, and the entire quidditch team was standing at the foot of her bed.

"What's wrong with you Harry?" She rasped. Her brother was glaring at Fred Weasley.

"Fred caught you when you fell and passed out, and then he carried you all the way in here and refused to let Harry carry you," Neville offered, a smile on his face. Callie smiled at her brother.

"You look like you do when Uncle Vernon hits-" she stopped and locked eyes with Harry. Everyone in the room turned to her, wide eyed.

"- um, the wall." She finished warily.

"Did your uncle.. He didn't hit you did he?" Hermione gasped. Callie waved her hand.

"It's no big deal. Really 'Mione."

"NO BIG DEAL!" Harry yelled and she looked at him in shock.

"Harry we agreed not to talk about this..." She began.

"Well now I'm talking about it. Madam Pomfrey?" He called the nurse over, " can you check her side? My uncle..." He trailed off, anger burning in his green eyes.

"Harry James Potter!" Callie screeched. "No! I told you i was fine! We are so talking about this!" She sat up but Hermione and Neville held her down. Madam Pomfrey had walked over now.

"Dear, do you mind if I look at your side?" She looked around the room. Everyone was staring at her, mouths hanging open.

"Fine! Whatever. He hit me. But it was only if I did something stupid." She spat.

"No. He hit you whenever I did something stupid. He hit you all the time Cal.. And then.. Just please let Madam Pomfrey look at your side! I just want to make sure you're okay. He didn't even take you to the hospital!" Harry looked at her. His eyes were pleading with her to understand.

"Fine," she sighed. She sat up and lifted her top just high enough to reveal the angry red scar that covered her side. She heard gasps from the room and Fred swore. Her side was marked with a large scar that wrapped around her side. She had gotten it after Harry had accidentally trapped Dudley in the boa constrictor exhibit. He had hit her with the wrong side of his belt on accident and the metal scratched her.

"It's nothing really. I can barely feel it." Madam Pomfrey nodded solemnly and handed her a potion to take to help it heal.

Most everyone had cleared out, except for Fred, George, Harry, and Neville. Ron had only left when Hermione dragged him away.

"I'm fine. Everyone really. Can I go now?" She hated the hospital wing, and was furious with her brother.

"I'm sorry Cal. I just was worried about you." Harry was looking worriedly at the venomous glare he was getting from his sister.

"Harry, it's fine. But we are going to talk about this later." Fred looked up. "No, he needed to tell Madam Pomfrey. He was right. You could have been seriously hurt." Callie glared at him.

"Let's get out of here Neville. It seems everyone else is being backstabbing gits."

Neville nodded solemnly and followed her out of the wing. When they had gotten a good distance away, she sat down on one of the steps.

"Did Gryffindor win?" She asked, breaking the silence. He sat down next to her.

"Sure did! I didn't really watch that closely after you fell, I was busy worrying, but Harry's broom malfunctioned as well. Hermione thinks Snape was charming it, but I don't know. Anyways, your brother almost fell off as well, but managed to get back on and caught the snitch, after he swallowed it," Neville explained. She laughed lightly. The sat there for a while, she leaned on Neville as he rambled on about quidditch and herbology, until it was time for dinner.

When she walked into the hall, she was met with claps and cheers from everyone but the slytherins. She blushed and hurried to the table, not enjoying all the attention. She ended up sitting next to Ron and Neville, after glaring at her brother. They never fought. And she felt guilty about being so angry at her brother. He was only trying to watch out for her. She glanced at him and nodded towards the door before walking out.

"Look, Calliope, I'm sorry, but I just needed to make sure. I'm sorry. I know we agreed not to talk about it but I'm so sorry-"

She cut him off.

"Harry, I know you were just watching out for me. I appreciate it, but it was just embarrassing. I didn't really want everyone to know and now they do..." She trailed off. "I know why you did it and I hate being mad at you. So I forgive you." His eyes lit up. "Really? I hate being mad at you too! You're my best friend and I just want you to be okay." She nodded and hugged him tightly, before returning to the great hall.
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Callie spent the few weeks leading up to Christmas trying to avoid people as much as possible. Since the slip-up in the hospital wing, people had been treating her differently. She got pitied looks and comforting words almost everywhere she went. That was the worst thing about Hogwarts, gossip spread like a wildfire.

She and Harry had decided to stay for Christmas, not that he really had a choice, but Ron and the twins were staying as well.

Callie woke to Hermione shoving her in the back on Christmas morning.

"You sleep like a dead person!" She exclaimed after she had managed to wake her up. Callie shrugged and put on her red slippers.

"Hermione-" she said carefully, "what are those?"

She was pointing at a pile of packages at the foot of her bed.

"Merry Christmas Calliope!" She exclaimed.

"No way!" She shrieked,"like real actual gifts?" She jumped out of bed and gathered the packages into her arms. She made it into the common room in record time. She was met by the curious gazes of Ron and the twins, and the huge smile from Harry. He jumped up at the sight of her.

"Presents Harry! Like bloody hell! We have Christmas presents!" She could see her excitement reflected in his eyes. She ran over and hugged him tight. "Merry Christmas Harry," she whispered into his back.

"Merry Christmas too Cal,"

He whispered," but you're kind of crushing me." He laughed when she let go. She sat down next to Harry.

"He was waiting until you got down here to open his presents. Said it was tradition or something." Ron muttered. She smiled widely and watched Harry open some of his presents. If it was possible, he smiled wider when he got to the present from her. She had requested that Fred and George got a golden snitch engraved with the date of their first game with the money she gave them when they went on one of their hogsmeade trips. Harry leaned over and hugged her.

"You are literally the best twin sister in the world!" He laughed. He moved on to lumpy parcel. George groaned.

"I think mum sent that one. I told her that you probably weren't expecting any presents." Harry lifted up a hand knit emerald green sweater with a golden 'H' on the front. Harry smiled.

"That's very nice of her," he grinned. Now it was Callie's turn. She opened the lumpy package that matched the one Harry had gotten from the Weasleys. She read the note first.

_Callie,_

**_We have heard so much about you from Ron and the twins. We heard that you didn't expect many gifts. _**

**_From what I have heard, you are a very kind girl. I cannot wait to meet you dear! _**

**_-Mrs. Weasley_**

She pulled out another emerald green hand-knit sweater with a gold 'C' on it. She smiled.

"That's so nice," she grinned. She opened another package and a small letter slipped out.

_**Callie**_

_I wish I was here to give this to you in person. I think it might help you remember the good time. But Grams wanted me to be home for Christmas. _

_You're one of my best friends. I Can't wait to see you after break. Have a good Christmas! _

_- Neville_

She smiled and ran her hand over his messy, scrawled, handwriting. She opened the package. It was a wizarding camera. Harry's eyes widened.

"That's ironic," he laughed. She raised her eyebrow as he handed her the present from him. It was a photo album. The first few pages were filled with the few pictures of them as children that the Dursley's took. The rest of the pages were filled with moving pictures. There was one of them that Hagrid had taken on the Hogwarts platform. Others were of them, Hermione, Ron, the quidditch team, and more. She felt her vision blurring.

"No don't cry! I'm sorry. I didn't mean..." Harry rambled.

"No, no. Harry- this is perfect." She smiled.

George handed her another package.

"This is from me and Fred," he looked around for his brother, who had left as soon as Callie had walked down the stairs,"We didn't really know what you wanted, so we took a wild guess."

She took the parcel from them, and almost dropped it.

"What'd you guys get me, an anvil?" She laughed.

"What's that?" George asked.

"Oh. Umm- nevermind," she nodded.

Inside was a worn leather book, probably a good thousand pages. It had _Hogwarts: A History _engraved on the front in peeling gold letters.

Hermione gasped behind her.

"We figured you might like it, cause you always say how much you enjoy history of magic class," George explained. She nodded eagerly and hugged him.

"It's perfect thanks."

There was one package left. It was addressed to her and Harry. She pushed it over to him. He opened it cautiously. Something fluid and silvery gray went slithering to the floor where it lay in gleaming folds. Ron gasped.

"I've heard of those," he said in a hushed voice. "If that's what I think it is- they're really rare, and REALLY valuable."

"What is it? " Callie and Harry asked. She picked up the shining, silvery cloth off the floor. It was strange to the touch, like water woven into material.

"It's an invisibility cloak," said Ron, a look of awe on his face. "I'm sure it is- try it on."

She threw the cloak over her shoulders.

"It is! Look down!"

Callie looked at her feet, but they were gone. Her head was suspended in midair, her body invisible. She handed it to Harry, who tried it on as well.

"There's a note!" Ron said suddenly. Callie picked up the letter. Written in fancy, looping writing she had never seen before were the words: **You're father left this in my possession before he died. It is time it was returned to you. Use it well. **

**A very merry Christmas to you. **
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Callie had managed to drift her way from class to class. Harry was still worried about Snape trying to get what was under the trapdoor, but She couldn't imagine the potions professor doing that. She nearly turned around and walked the other way when she saw Fred walking down the corridor towards her, but he grabbed her arm and she stopped.

"Why are you avoiding me? He pleaded.

"I don't know Fred. Why have you been acting strange around me ever since the hospital wing?"

He opened his mouth and closed it. "That's what I thought. You have no idea how to act around me ever since you found out about my uncle!" She shouted and turned around.

"Stop!" He shouted, "just wait," he added. She whirled around.

"Just wait?" She asked incredulously. He opened his mouth but she cut him off. "You're my friend. But ever since then... I've seen the pitying looks you give me. I thought you of all people wouldn't treat me differently. But you do. You act like I'm some delicate porcelain doll Fred, but I'm not! I'm the same I was before you found out. I just thought you would understand..."

Fred was about to retort but was cut off by Professor Quirrell stammering, "M-miss P-P-Potter, can I see you f-f-for a moment?"

Callie nodded at Fred, who walked away down the corridor. She looked at her Professor curiously. She didn't like Quirrell at all and found the stench of garlic sickening. However, Callie didn't see a way out of this so hesitantly followed him back into the classroom.

"L-Let's take t-t-this to my office, s-shall we?" Quirrell asked and Callie became more hesitant as he ushered her into the classroom.

"What is it you need, sir?" Callie asked, adjusting her shoulder bag.

Quirrell didn't answer, instead he turned and fiddled with the door and Callie tensed when she heard the sound of it locking. When Quirrell pulled out his wand Callie took a step backwards, worrying about what the professor was going to do.

However, Quirrell didn't curse her, he instead waved his wand at the walls.

"What are you doing?" Callie asked taking a step back and trying to discreetly pull her wand from her pocket. However, she didn't get a chance to try as in less than a second Quirrell had pointed his wand at her said "Expelliarmus" and her wand was no longer in her hand, instead clasped in Quirrell's own pale fingers.

"What's going on?" Callie demanded, narrowing her eyes at the man, trying to act braver than she was feeling.

"Oh, you know exactly what's going on, don't you Miss Potter?" Quirrell told her slyly.

Callie's eyes widened in shock when there was no stutter in his voice, she had thought it was fake, but she was still surprised to be proved right.

"Yes, I thought you had suspected me all along, but of course who would believe you over p-p-poor s-stuttering P-professor Quirrell" Quirrell continued with an evil smirk that looked unnatural on his sickly face.

"You're the one trying to steal the stone-" Callie started, everything starting to make sense. Callie looked at him with narrowed eyes as she took another step back.

The anger inside of her was replaced with confusion as she narrowed her eyes and looked around the office in fear.

"She is smart. Let me see her" a voice hissed, but the voice didn't come from Quirrell.

It was a voice that she hadn't heard since she was a baby, one that managed to strike fear in her heart.

"Master, you are not strong enough!"

"I have strength enough... For this..."

Callie was frozen to the spot. She willed her legs to move but she couldn't move a muscle. Petrified, she watched as Quirrell reached up and began to unwrap his turban. What was going on? The turban fell away. Quirrell's head looked strangely small without it. Then he turned slowly on the spot. Callie would have screamed, but he couldn't make a sound instead her lips just parted in a silent yell. She stumbled backwards in horror. Where there should have been a back to Quirrell's head, there was a face, the most terrible face Callie could remember from her past with intense clarity. It's glaring red eyes looked her up and down. "Calliope Potter..." it whispered.

She tried to take a step backward but her legs wouldn't move.

"See what I have become?" the face said. "Mere shadow and vapour... I have form only when I can share another's body... But there have always been those willing to let me into their hearts and minds... Unicorn blood has strengthened me, these past weeks... You saw faithful Quirrell drinking it for me in the forest... And once I have the Elixir of Life, I will be able to create a body of my own... Now...Why don't you give me the information I need…how do I get past that dog?..."

Of course.

"I.. I don't know," Callie said quietly trying to sound brave.

"…I have ways to make you talk…" Voldemort hissed.

A moment later she was facing Quirrell again, his wand pointed at her. She tried to stumble backwards to avoid whatever spell he could throw at her, but his spell work was quicker.

"Crucio" Quirrell spat.

The red spell his her square in the chest.

She collapsed to the ground, wailing in pain. She had never felt anything like this. It felt like her bones were being crushed, her skin on fire, her veins melting and her head was exploding. She was aware a of a scream reaching her ears and wetness of her cheeks and it took her longer than she ever thought to realise that scream was coming from her own throat and the wetness was from tears of pain she didn't even realise she was releasing.

When the pain finally ceased her hands were shaking and she blinked tears from her eyes, trying to focus her vision. She turned her head and even that small movement hurt. She was met by Voldemort's vicious face again with a terrible smirk on his face.

"Let's try it again…are you going to tell me how to get past the dog…?" Voldemort said.

Callie steeled herself, swallowing painfully and only just managing to stutter "I-I don't k-know," just louder than a whisper.

"Don't be a fool," snarled the face. "Better save your own life and join me...Or you'll meet the same end as your parents..."

Callie couldn't even bring herself to speak this time so she just shook her head.

A moment later the red spell was flying at her and she was screaming and writhing in agony again. Merlin, it hurt! How could anything hurt this badly? The torture seemed went on for hours, each time she responded the same as before.

"…Stop…we shall find another way…" Voldemort's voice hissed.

"But Master-" Quirrell tried to protest.

"No…Stun her" Voldemort's voice came.

Quirrell's pale face and raised wand as she gasped and shook was the last thing Callie saw before her whole world went black.

When She finally began to come to, her vision blurry, head pounding and body aching, she was in a strange chamber that she had never seen before. She turned her head weakly to look around and saw that the huge chamber was empty bar for her, a large mirror was in the center, Quirrell and…was that Harry? Her twin was tied while standing, looking at her in horror.

However, a second later her view of Harry was obstructed by Quirrell standing above her, his wand pointed at his chest, something she had seen a lot today and Callie began to shake, preparing herself for the torture.

"Get up, look in the mirror and tell me what you see."

Callie wasn't sure why he was asking that and her body and head hurt too much to work it out, she could barely even think. She swallowed, the movement hurting since her throat was sore from all her screaming.

She muttered "Screw you"

Quirrell's eyes flashed angrily and his grip tightened on his wand as he shouted "Get up!"

Callie felt herself being dragged up, and only opened her eye when she had stopped moving. She hung limply as Quirrell held her. She glanced in the mirror. She saw herself, but Quirrell was not behind her. She saw her parents smiling down at her and her brother, And 3 men behind them laughing. They looked familiar, she realized. A tall man with jet black hair and grey eyes was laughing as he tickled her mirror-self, who was laughing gleefully. Another man white light brown hair was next to him, his blue eyes twinkling with humor, and beside him stood a small, pudgy man with greyish hair. Her mirror- self wore green quidditch robes with the words 'Holyhead Harpies' enshrined in them and continued to laugh as her parents looked down at her and Harry lovingly. The image shifted and revealed her bruised and bloody self. She saw Quirrell behind her.

"What do you see?" Quirrell hissed.

"I...I see my and Harry with my parents and 3 three men next to them. We're all laughing... I think we are all family," she whispered.

"YOU'RE LYING!" Quirrell Yelled.

Callie swallowed, her throat burning. She raised her head and looked him in the eye.

"Screw you," she muttered.

Quirrell's eyes flashed angrily and his grip tightened on his wand as he shouted "Crucio!"

Callie began to scream, and dropped to the floor writhing in pain. She had almost forgotten how much it hurt. It felt like knives were stabbing at every inch of her and she was getting skinned alive. Her lungs were constricting, it felt like she was drowning. Tears escaped her eyes and she hugged her knees to her chest trying to contain the pain.

"I can't take it anymore. Make it stop, It hurts" Callie couldn't help but sob, she hated seeming weak but at the moment she was in so much pain she didn't care, she let out another agonizing scream.

"Stop, stop!" she distantly heard Harry scream desperately, he seemed so far away. The pain continued as her vision went black again as she passed out.
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There was light. It was burning her eyes. All she could see was brightness, unable to distinguish anything else, so she closed her eyes again. She stay like that for a few second before she opened them again.

She looked around at her surrounding and realised why it was so bright, it was because everything was white, she was lying in the hospital wing. Clad in her red and gold pajamas and white sheets over her body. Why did she always end up in the hospital wing?

Callie groaned in pain as she pushed herself up into a seat position.

She heard an answering groan from her left and her head snapped to the side, and she sighed in relief and give a small smile. Neville was asleep in a chair next to her bed, his body in the most awkward position ever.

Callie reach forward and shoved him with a shaky hand.

"Neville!" she only got another groan in reply and he shifted into an even more uncomfortable looking position "Neville, wake up!"

His eyes snapped open and he shot up into a sitting position, eyes darting around wildly as though expecting a threat. When he noticed Callie was awake his eyes widened and a relieve sigh left his lips.

"Thank goodness you're okay!" he exclaimed and pulled her into a tight hug.

She hid her wince in pain and forced herself to hug him back. Callie was glad her Neville was here, and she didn't want to do anything that would make him leave.

"How are you? Are you okay? Dumbledore told me what happened, I'm sorry-" he rambled.

"Callie! You're awake!" She heard a voice shout near the door. Fred was rushing towards her. "I'm so sorry that I argued with you Callie! You're right i shouldn't have treated you differently. And then I woke up and Neville was on the ground in a body-bind curse and we came into here and you were lying there..." His voice cracked. "I thought you were dead," he whispered and he stopped and bit his lip. He rushed forward and hugged her. She winced but hugged him back.

"I'm fine." She lied to them, she could still feel the cruciatus in her veins.

"You most certainly are not!" A sharp voice cut in and Callie's head snapped over to it so fast that her vision blurred for a moment.

It was Madame Pomfrey.

The Matron hurried over with a stern gaze and shot a glare at her Fred and Neville and they moved from her bed to sit back on the chairs, but they perched themselves on the very edge, trying to stay as close as possible.

Madame Pomfrey reached over and grabbed her hands in her own to study them. It was only then that Callie realised how badly she was shaking, every finger was shivering. She tried to force her hands back under control but found herself unable to.

"Is that…" Madam Pomfrey whispered to herself in horror.

Madame Pomfrey looked solemnly at Callie who in turn looked down at her own shaking hands to avoid the pitying look the Matron was giving her.

"Yes" Madame Pomfrey said aloud again. "You're showing signs of the cruciatus curse..." she turned to Callie forcing her to look at her. "It that what you were put under?" Callie nodded slowly. Neville looked pale and worry was plain across his face. Fred looked angrier that she had ever seen him. "Follow The light with your eyes please, Miss Potter," she sighed.

"It's not quite perfect. Are you still in pain?"

Callie opened her mouth to tell her the same thing as she told Neville and Fred, but Fred cut in saying, "Don't lie Cal..."

She sighed,"Yeah, I am"

Madame Pomfrey nodded.

"I'm going to get you some pain relieving potions" she turned to Fred and Neville.

"Please madam Pomfrey, can they stay?" She croaked. The witch nodded before hurrying off.

"Cal,we've been so worried, you've been out for two days straight." Neville said once the Matron left.

"I just kept thinking our last conversation..." Fred added looking sick.

"It's okay" Callie said quietly, biting her lip.

"No it's not" he said sternly. There was silence for a moment.

"Here drink these," Madame Pomfrey said as she bustled over with a tray of two potions in her hand.

The potions were shoved into Callie's shaking hand and she looked at it skeptically before bringing to her lips. Almost instantaneously she felt a soothing feeling spread through her body, almost as though her blood was turned to syrup and she felt the pain ebbing away. She closed her eyes for a moment.

"Good afternoon, Calliope," said Dumbledore. He was standing at the foot of her bed.

Callie stared at him for a moment.

"Hello, sir" she said hesitantly. Then she remembered: "Sir! I don't understand what happened! Quirrell was helping Voldemort try to get the stone! What happened to him? Is he okay?! Is he dead? It's all my fault. I should've done something instead of just scream. I'm such a coward.." She rambled.

"Stop that Cal," Fred put a hand on her arm and Neville stroked her hair.

"Calm yourself, dear girl, Harry's perfectly fine" said Dumbledore.

Callie followed Dumbledore's gaze and saw her twin lying unconscious on a bed not far from hers. She sighed in relief, but she still felt worry swirling in her stomach.

It was only then that Callie noticed that the table between their beds was piled high with what looked like half of Honeydukes, labelled for both her and Harry.

"Gifts from your friends and admirers," said Dumbledore, beaming. "What happened down in the dungeons between you, Harry and Professor Quirrell is a complete secret, so, naturally, the whole school knows. I believe your friends Misters Fred and George Weasley were responsible for trying to send you both a toilet seat," Dumbledore looked pointedly to Fred who smiled sheepishly. "No doubt they thought it would amuse you. Madam Pomfrey, however, felt it might not be very hygienic, and confiscated it."

Callie smiled at her friends antics.

"How long have we been in here now?" Callie asked.

"Two days. Mr Ronald And George Weasley and Miss Granger will be most relieved you have come round, they have been extremely worried. Along with Mr Fred Weasley and Mr Neville Longbottom, but I see that they have already seen you," the old wizard smiled at her friends.

"What about Harry, is he okay?" Callie asked, and reached across to the other bed to push a lock of Harry's identical messy black hair off of his forehead.

"Harry will be just fine,"The headmaster assured her and Callie gave a small nod.

"Sir, What about the stone?" Callie asked.

"It has been destroyed." He replied simply.

"Voldemort hasn't been destroyed has he?" Callie whispered, feeling scared of what the answer was going to be.

"No, Ms Potter, he has not. He is still out there somewhere, perhaps looking for another body to share...Not being truly alive, he cannot be killed. He left Quirrell to die; he shows just as little mercy to his followers as his enemies. Nevertheless, Callie, while Harry may only have delayed his return to power, it will merely take someone else who is prepared to fight what seems a losing battle next time…and if he is delayed again, and again, why, he may never return to power."

"How did Harry stop him?" Callie wondered aloud.

"Your mother died to save both of you. If there is one thing Voldemort cannot understand, it is love. He didn't realize that love as powerful as your mother's for you both leaves its own mark. Not a scar, no visible sign...to have been loved so deeply, even though the person who loved us is gone, will give us some protection forever. Because of Voldemort's curse it is in Harry's very skin. Quirrell, full of hatred, greed, and ambition, sharing his soul with Voldemort, could not touch Harry for this reason. It was agony to touch a person marked by something so good."

Callie nodded, not quite sure she understand but decided to leave it. Dumbledore left soon after that, assuring her that it wouldn't be long before he returned to explain things to Harry when he woke up. She looked at Fred and Neville, and they talked for a while until Madame Pomfrey forced another pain relieving potion down her throat to stop her shaking hands and had sent her back to the common room.

As soon as she entered the room went silent before exploding with whispers. Callie stood awkwardly just in front of the portrait hole, biting her lip. Fred and Neville and their arms around her, as she was still weak from the curse. Callie laughed slightly when she was ambushed by Hermione, Ron, and George's hugs. The three of them, Neville, and Fred and George spent the next hour in the quietest corner of the common room explaining the story to each other as best as they could, however they knew they wouldn't be able to get the full story before Harry woke up.
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The next day when Callie, Hermione and Ron were informed that Harry had awoken they rushed to the hospital wing without a second thought. Madam Pomfrey was a nice woman, but very strict.

"Just five minutes," Callie pleaded.

"Absolutely not."

"You let Professor Dumbledore in" Harry protested.

"Well, of course, that was the headmaster, quite different" Madame Pomfrey said. "You need your rest" she snapped.

"I am resting, look, lying down and everything. Oh, go on, Madam Pomfrey..." Harry begged looking at her with pleading green eyes.

"Oh, very well," she said.

"But five minutes only."

And she finally let Callie, Ron and Hermione in.

"Harry!" Hermione shouted and looked ready to fling her arms around him, but she held herself in as and Callie had to do the same as she suspected his head was still very sore. "Oh, Harry, we were sure you were going to…Dumbledore was so worried…"

"The whole school's talking about it," said Ron. "What really happened?"

Callie was glad to see that Harry had been allowed to come to the feast, but was she wasn't glad to see was the Great Hall. It was decked out in the Slytherin colours of green and silver to celebrate Slytherin's winning the house cup for the seventh year in a row. A huge banner showing the Slytherin serpent covered the wall behind the High Table.

When Harry walked in there was a sudden hush, and then everybody started talking loudly at once. He slipped into the empty seats between Ron and Hermione, opposite Callie, the twins, and Neville at the Gryffindor table and he clearly tried to ignore the fact that people were standing up to look at him. Fortunately, Dumbledore arrived moments later. The babble died away.

"Another year gone!" Dumbledore said cheerfully.

"And I must trouble you with an old man's wheezing waffle before we sink our teeth into our delicious feast.

What a year it has been! Hopefully your heads are all a little fuller than they were...You have the whole summer ahead to get them nice and empty before next year starts...Now, as I understand it, the house cup here needs awarding, and the points stand thus: In fourth place, Gryffindor, with three hundred and twelve points; in third, Hufflepuff, with three hundred and fifty-two; Ravenclaw has four hundred and twenty-six and Slytherin, five hundred and twenty-two."

Cheering and stamping broke out from the Slytherin table. Callie could see Draco Malfoy banging his goblet on the table. It was a sickening sight.

"Yes, Yes, well done, Slytherin," said Dumbledore. "However, recent events must be taken into account."

The room went very still. The Slytherins' smiles faded a little. "Ahem," said Dumbledore. "I have a few last-minute points to dish out. Let me see. Yes. First…to Mr Ronald Weasley... "

Ron went purple in the face, "For the best-played game of chess Hogwarts has seen in many years, I award Gryffindor house fifty points."

Gryffindor cheers nearly raised the bewitched ceiling; the stars overhead seemed to quiver. Percy could be heard telling the other prefects, "My brother, you know! My youngest brother! Got past McGonagall's giant chess set!" At last there was silence again.

"To Ms Hermione Granger…For the use of cool logic in the face of fire, I award Gryffindor house fifty points." Hermione buried her face in her arms.

Gryffindors up and down the table were beside themselves…they were a hundred points up.

"Third…to Miss Calliope Potter…for her great will power and loyalty even in the most dire of situations... and fourth to Mr Harry Potter..." said Dumbledore. The room went deathly quiet "for pure nerve and outstanding courage, I award Gryffindor house fifty points."

The cheers and clapping was deafening.

"There are two kinds of courage," said Dumbledore, smiling. "It takes a great deal of bravery to stand up to our enemies, but just as much to stand up to our friends. I therefore award ten points to Mr Neville Longbottom." Callie hugged Neville. Harry, Ron, Callie, the twins, and Hermione stood up to yell and cheer as Neville, white with shock, disappeared under a pile of people hugging him. He had never won so much as a point for Gryffindor before. Harry, still cheering, nudged Ron in the ribs and kicked Callie under the table. He then pointed at Malfoy, who couldn't have looked more stunned and horrified if he'd just had the Body-Bind Curse put on him. It was wonderful.

"Which means," Dumbledore called over the storm of applause, for even Ravenclaw and Hufflepuff were celebrating the downfall of Slytherin, "we need a little change of decoration."

He clapped his hands. In an instant, the green hangings became scarlet and the silver became gold; the huge Slytherin serpent vanished and a towering Gryffindor lion took its place. Callie thought it was the most beautiful thing in the world.
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**SO, THIS IS THE END OF TSS. SORRY IT WAS SO SHORT, BUT I PROMISE THEY WILL GRADUALLY GET LONGER. SPECIAL SHOUTOUT TO MY FRIENDS MADI AND ADDISON WHO TOTALLY HELPED ME WITH THE IDEAS! THANK YOU ALL, I WILL POST THE NEXT CHAPTER SOON! R&R!**

**STILL DON'T OWN HARRY POTTER...**

**CHAPTER 18**

The journey back seemed much quicker to the Potter twins, no doubt due to the fact that they were dreading the destination. They played games with the Weasley's, Hermione and Neville. Fred taught Callie a trick to help her with Exploding snap and she managed to win her first game.

The train arrived at platform 9 and ¾ and the children pulled off their robes and checked they had all their luggage and pets before jumping onto the platform.

"You must come and stay this summer," Ron was saying to Harry and Callie. "You two and Hermione…I'll send you an owl."

"Thanks," said Harry, "We'll need something to look forward to..."

People jostled them as they moved forward toward the gateway back to the Muggle world. Some of them called: "Bye, Harry!" and "See you, Callie!"

"Still famous," said Ron, grinning at Harry And Callie.

"Not where We're going, I promise you," said Harry.

Callie frowned at the thought of their aunt and uncle.

Callie, Harry, Ron, and Hermione passed through the gateway together.

"There he is, Mom, there he is, look!" It was Ginny Weasley, the twins and Ron's younger sister, but she wasn't pointing at Ron. "Harry Potter!" she squealed. "Look, Mom! I can see"

"Be quiet, Ginny, and it's rude to point." Mrs Weasley smiled down at them. "Busy year?" she said.

"Very," she and Harry chorused.

"Thanks for the fudge and the sweater, Mrs Weasley." Callie said with a smile.

"Oh, it was nothing, dear."

"Ready, are you?" It was Uncle Vernon, still purple-faced, still moustached, still looking furious at the nerve of the twins, carrying owls in a cage in a station full of ordinary people. Behind him stood Aunt Petunia and Dudley, looking terrified at the very sight of Harry and Callie.

"You must be Harry and Callie's family!" said Mrs Weasley.

"In a manner of speaking," said Uncle Vernon. "Hurry up, girl, we haven't got all day," He walked away tugging Callie's sleeve. She stepped back.

"Just a second uncle Vernon, let me say goodbye to my wizard friends." She emphasized 'wizard' and he let go of her quickly.

She walked over with Harry to Ron, The twins, Neville, and Hermione. "See you over the summer, then."

"Have a... err…a good holiday," said Hermione, looking uncertainly after Uncle Vernon, shocked that anyone could be so unpleasant.

"Of course they will" Fred said with a smirk, causing Them all to look at him confused, so he added "They don't know you're not allowed to use magic at home, do they?"

A grin broke out on Harry's face "I think we're going to have a lot of fun with Dudley this summer…" he looked over at his twin.

Callie laughed as she and Harry left with their relatives.
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**CHAPTER 19**

"We'll be in our rooms, making no noise and pretending I'm not there." Said Harry and Callie for what seemed like the millionth time that day. Callie could tell Harry was close to an angry outburst, the lack of contact from their friends had caused Harry to be more irritable that Callie had ever known him.

Uncle Vernon had been preparing for an important business dinner and had been worrying about it for the whole summer.

It was now six thirty and Uncle Vernon glared at Callie.

"If you make one _sound_ girl, you'll be sleeping in the shed for the rest of the summer!" She nodded knowing that it wasn't an empty threat.

As she and Harry walked into the hallway, they were blocked By Dudley.

"I know what day it is." He sang, looking at the twins.

"Well done, you've finally learnt the days of the week." Callie replied, clearly not in the mood for Dudley.

"It's your birthday! How come you haven't got any cards? Haven't you got any friends at that freak place?"

"Better not let your mom hear you talking about our school." Said Harry and Callie could see that he was disappointed by the lack of contact. Even she found very surprising that Ron, Hermione, and Neville weren't writing to them.

"Right, in your cupboard, now! Get upstairs boy and keep those bloody animals quiet!" The twins quickly left the hall and Callie entered her cupboard. Having grown at least an inch since last summer (she was only still taller than Harry), it was now impossible to fully lie down flat in the space. Harry had pointed this out to Uncle Vernon and Aunt Petunia during the first week home to no avail.

Their Hogwarts trunks complete with summer homework, Their broomsticks, and everything else magical had been locked in Harry's closet on the first evening back.

She sighed heavily and sat on her 'bed' preparing to attempt to sleep, but as the doorbell rang, she heard a heavy bump from upstairs. She looked up at the ceiling, praying dearly that Harry wasn't going to cause any trouble tonight, and she closed her eyes again and blocked out the noise of the Dudley's fake politeness.

About ten minutes later Callie heard another two distinctive bangs from upstairs and looked up, even though she couldn't see anything. She heard Uncle Vernon passing it off as his disturbed nephew.

Callie closed her eyes again, hoping that that would be the last of it. She was wrong. Fifteen minutes later she could hear Harry's terrified whisper.

"No... please... they'll kill us!"

She pulled her legs around and attempted to peek through the vent in the door. She could see Harry pleading with an ugly little creature who was levitating the desert about half a metre in the air, the cake floated out of sight and Callie was left panicking. With a sudden click there was a splatting sound accompanied by screams that could only mean that the cake had been dropped onto the floor in front of the guests. Uncle Vernon came out looking livid, he was dragging Harry up the stairs whilst Aunt Petunia was explaining to their guests how disturbed her nephew was.

Needless to say neither Harry nor Callie were permitted to return to Hogwarts. Uncle Vernon screamed at them for hours and then sent Harry up to bed. He returned to the living room where Callie was trying to clean the cake from the rug and continued to scream at her. She tried to block out his angry voice but her anger must have shown on her face because he pulled her up sharply and painfully by the wrist and dragged her out into the hallway before throwing her into her cupboard with such a force that the shelves which contained the families shoes, old books and umbrellas collapsed on to her. He then kicked his leg out to stop the falling items from leaving the cupboard, catching Her shin in the process, and slammed the door.

Callie was left crumpled on the floor, covered with household items, with bumps all over her, dazed, and tears streaming down her face.

Hours passed and She still hadn't moved or even removed the shelves and things from on top of her, she was drifting in and out of a restless sleep when her cupboard opened and she looked up squinting at the light from the hallway into the surprised face of Fred Weasley.

"Cal, what are you doing on the floor? Or even in a cupboard… Actually we haven't got time, go into Harry's room, we've got a flying car waiting." He said whispering so as to not wake the Dursleys, when Callie simply stared at him in shock he crouched down, put out his hand and she allowed him to pull her up.

She closed the cupboard behind her and tip-toed up the stairs, her limbs protested at the movement but she continued, taking care to avoid the squeaky floorboards.

Harry was waiting by the window pushing Hedwig's cage into a flying car. She simply stared for a moment before Ron whispered to her.

"Hi Callie, We've already got your trunk in the car!"

She crossed the room and stood next to Harry but he grabbed her and pulled her under the light from his lamp.

"Callie, what happened, you're covered in bruises!?" He exclaimed, looking horrified.

"Harry, mate we haven't got time! Mom will fix her up soon enough!" Said George from the driver's seat. Fred returned and passed him the luggage. Ron and Fred then helped pull Harry in. Fred put his hand out to pull Callie into the hovering car when she heard a shout.

Uncle Vernon and Aunt Petunia entered the room and screamed at the sight. Fred pulled Callie so that she was almost into the car but Uncle Vernon grabbed her ankle and tried to pull her back into the house, after a few seconds of tug-o-war, uncle Vernon let go and Callie went tumbling headfirst into Fred.

"Umm..sorry... OUCH," she mumbled as she tried to sit up, but then hit her head on the car top. Fred busted up laughing and rolled her off of him.

"See you next summer!" Harry shouted out of the window, And Callie m tried to relax from the sudden drama, and the car sped off into the distance.
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**CHAPTER 21**

Callie loved staying with the Weasleys. Just as Ginny was becoming like a little sister, Mrs Weasley was becoming a mother figure to Callie, the first one she has had since she was a baby.

But What Callie liked most about her however, was how much she fussed over Harry, trying to make sure that he is properly looked after for the first time he could remember.

The Potters and Weasleys heard from Hogwarts one week after Harry and Callie had arrived at the Burrow.

Callie and the twins had stumbled into the kitchen, yawning and clad in pajamas.

Mrs Weasley and Ginny were already making breakfast and Calle shuffled over help, while Mr Weasley was handing Harry and Ron Hogwarts letters.

"Dumbledore already knows you're here, Harry, Callie – doesn't miss a trick" Mr Weasley was saying.

For a few minutes there was silence as they read their letter, Callie absentmindedly flipping pancakes as she read.

Her letter told her to catch the Hogwarts Express on September 1st. There was also a list of the new books she'd need for the coming year.

_SECOND-YEAR STUDENTS WILL REQUIRE:_

_-The Standard Book of Spells, Grade 2 by Miranda Goshawk_

_-Break with a Banshee by Gilderoy Lockhart_

_-Gadding with Ghouls by Gilderoy Lockhart_

_-Holidays with Hags by Gilderoy Lockhart_

_-43 Travels with Trolls by Gilderoy Lockhart_

_-Voyages with Vampires by Gilderoy Lockhart_

_-Wanderings with Werewolves by Gilderoy Lockhart_

_-Year with the Yeti by Gilderoy Lockhart_

Callie frowned as she eyed the list, wondering if it had been written wrong, but peeking over at Ron's she saw that it hadn't. Why would they need all the Gilderoy Lockhart books?

Fred, who had finished his own list, peered over at Callie's.

"You've been told to get all the Lockhart's books too!" he mumbled with his mouth full.

"The new Defence Against the Dark Arts teacher must be a fan…I bet it's a witch"

Callie turned to Fred with raised brows, slightly offended at the very accusation that every witch has to be a Lockhart fan. Out of the corner of her eyes she saw Ginny and Mrs Weasley looking at him to.

"Excuse you?!" Callie snapped.

Fred gave her a startled look before glancing at his mother and sister and quickly busied himself with the orange juice. She glared at him for a few more seconds, before passing out more breakfast.

cheap" said George, with a quick look at his parents "Lockhart's books are really expensive…"

"Well, we'll manage" said Mrs Weasley.

"I expect we'll be able to pick up a lot of Ginny's things second-hand."

Callie bit her lip. She wanted to offer them some from the Potter's account, but knew they wouldn't want to be pitied.

"She can have my copy of the Standard Book of Spells: Grade 1 and I've gotten a bit taller over the summer so Ginny can have my old robes if she wants, she's obviously going to be Gryffindor" Callie offered.

"Are you sure? Thank you, dear" Mrs Weasley said gratefully and Ginny shot her a smile.

"Are you starting Hogwarts this year?" Harry asked Ginny.

Ginny nodded, blushing to the roots of her flaming hair, and put her elbow in the butter dish. Callie smiled sadly at the girl's misfortune and helped her clean it off.

"Morning, all," said Percy briskly as he strutted into the kitchen, "Lovely day."

Fred and George snickered.

Percy sat down in the only remaining chair, but leapt up again almost immediately, pulling from underneath him the malting, grey feather duster that was the Weasley's owl.

"Errol!" Ron shouted before adding,"and he's got Hermione's answer. She said she'll meet us in Diagon Alley."

Mrs Weasley woke them all early the following Wednesday. They had quick half a dozen bacon sandwiches each.

Mrs Weasley took a flower pot off the kitchen mantelpiece and peered inside.

"After you, Callie and Harry dears!" and she offered him the flower pot.

Harry and Callie stared at the powder.

"W-what are We supposed to do?" he stammered.

"He's never traveled by Floo powder. Sorry, mate, I forgot" Ron apologized.

"Never?" said Mr Weasley "but how did you get to Diagon Alley to buy your school things last year?"

"We went on the Underground…"Harry explained.

"Really? Were there escapators? How exactly…" Mr. Weasley asked eagerly.

"Not now, Arthur" said Mrs Weasley "Floo powder is a lot quicker, dear, but goodness me, if you've never used it before…"

"They'll be all right mum," said Fred. "Here, watch us first," Fred took a pinch of the glittering powder out of the flowerpot, stepped up to the fire, and threw the powder into the flames.

With a roar, the fire turned the same emerald shade as her eyes and rose higher than Fred, who stepped right into it, shouted "Diagon Alley!" and Vanished.

"You must speak clearly, dear" Mrs Weasley told Harry as George dipped his hand into the flowerpot. "And be sure to get out at the right grate…"

"The right what?" Callie asked nervously as the fire roared and whipped George out of sight too.

"Well, there are an awful lot of Wizard fires to choose from, you know, but as long as you've spoken clearly…"

"They'll be fine, Molly, don't fuss" said Mr Weasley, helping himself to floor powder too.

"But, dear" Mrs Weasley started to protest "if he got lost, how would we ever explain to his aunt and uncle?"

"They wouldn't mind" Harry reassured and Callie nodded.

"Dudley would think it was a brilliant joke if I got lost up a chimney, so don't worry about that…"

"Well.. All right.. Harry you go after Arthur" said Mrs Weasley. "Now, when you get into the fire, say where you're going"

"And keep your elbows tucked in" Ron advised.

"And your eyes shut" said Mrs Weasley "the soot…"

"Don't fidget" piled on Ron "Or you might very well fall out of the wrong fireplace…"

"But don't panic and get out to early" Mrs Weasley added "wait until you see Fred and George. Callie, you can go at the same time as him if you like."

She nodded and stood next to Harry. Judging by the pale, nervous look on Harry's face as he took a pinch of floor powder, their advice hadn't made him feel more assured about travelling by Floo that she was. She grabbed Harry's hand as Harry took a pinch of the powder and scattered it into the flames. She took a deep breath and stepped forward into the flames with Harry.

"D-Diagonally," he coughed quickly. It felt as though they were being sucked down a giant drain. She seemed to be spinning very fast. Almost instantly Callie shut her eyes not wanting to feel nauseous from the blurred stream of fireplaces.
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Her eyes snapped open when the spinning finally stopped and she stumbled from the fireplace with Harry. They fell to the floor in one massive pile of limbs. As they carefully untangled themselves, she looked around gingerly, but couldn't tell where she was. All she could tell was that she was standing in front of the stone fireplace, which she had just exited, of what looked like a large, dimly lit wizards shop.

She was at least relieved that she hadn't come out in a muggle area, that would take a lot of explaining.

A glass case nearby held a withered hand on a cushion, a blood stained deck of cards, and a staring glass eye. Evil-looking masks stared down from the walls, an assortment of human bones lay upon the counter, and a rusty, spiked instruments hung from the ceiling.

What was worse was the human figure that was blocking the dusty shop window. She took a hesitant step forward and the figure world around. Callie sighed in relief when she remembered that Harry was with her, but he was holding his glasses, which appeared to have been snapped in two.

"What did we do wrong?" Harry asked looking around.

"You did it wrong, I didn't" Callie said, rolling her green eyes, "I think you said 'diagonally' instead of 'Diagon Alley'."

Callie began to walk towards the door, not liking the way she could feel eyes on her even though there appeared to be none other than her and Harry in the store. The sooner they got out of there, the better.

She made her way swiftly and silently out of the door, not having to look behind her to know that Harry was following her. However, they only got halfway towards it when two people appeared on the other side of the glass…and one of them was the least person she wanted to see ever: Draco Malfoy.

Callie resisted the urge to yelp in surprise as Harry grabbed her wrist pulling her around. She noticed that he was dragging her towards a large black cabinet to their left. They shot inside of it and pull the doors closed so that they were squished together and leaving a small crack to peer through.

Seconds later, a bell clanged, and Malfoy stepped in the shop.

The man who followed Callie could only assume was Draco's father. He had the same pale, pointed face as his son and identical cold, grey eyes.

Mr Malfoy crossed the shop, looking lazily at the items on display, and rang a bell on the counter before turning to his son and saying "touch nothing, Draco"

Callie bit her lip and looked about the shop with new eyes.

"I thought you were going to buy me a present" Malfoy, who had reached for the glass eye, said.

"I said I would buy you a racing broom" said his father, drumming his fingers on the counter.

"What's the good of that if I'm not on the House team?" said Malfoy, looking sulky and bad-tempered "Harry and Callie Potter got a Nimbus Two Thousand last year, Special permission from Dumbledore so they could play for Gryffindor. They're not even that good, it's just because they're famous…famous for having a stupid scar on his forehead...I swear they only let people on who they feel sorry for. "

Malfoy bent examine a shelf full of skulls.

"You have told me all this at least a dozen times already" said Mr Malfoy, with a quelling look at his son, "and I would remind you that it is not…prudent…to appear less than fond of Harry Potter, not when most of our kind regard him as the hero who made the Dark Lord disappear."

Callie narrowed her hazel eyes suspiciously at the title 'The Dark Lord'.

"Ah, Mr Borgin,"Mr Malfoy said as a stooping man appeared behind the counter smoothing his greasy hair back from his face.

"Ugh…he looks almost as bad as Snape" Harry whispered, wrinkling his nose.

"Mr Malfoy, what a pleasure to see you again" said Mr Borgin, "Delighted…and young Mr Malfoy too…charmed. How may I be of assistance? I must show you, just in today? And very reasonably priced…"

"I'm not buying today, Mr Borgin, but selling" said Mr Malfoy.

"Selling?" Mr Borgin repeated, the smile fading slightly from his ugly face.

"You have heard, of course, that the Ministry is conducting more raids" said Mr Malfoy's, taking a roll of parchment from his inside pocket and unravelling it for Mr Borgin to read "I have a few…ah…items at home that might embarrass me, if the ministry were to call…"

Mr Borgin fixed a pair of glasses to his nose and looked down the list.

"The Ministry wouldn't presume to trouble you, sir, surely?"

Mr Malfoy's lip curled.

"I have not been visited yet. The name Malfoy still commands a certain respect, yet the Ministry grows ever more meddlesome. There are rumors about a new Muggle Protection Act…no doubt that flea-bitten, Muggle-loving fool Arthur Weasley is behind it…"

Callie felt a hot surge of anger and she glared furiously at Mr Malfoy, beginning to mutter all the hexes she knew and heard of under her breath.

"…and as you see, certain of these poisons might make it appear…"

"I understand, sir, of course," said Mr Borgin. "Let me see…"

"Can I have that?" interrupted Draco, pointing at the withered hand on its cushion.

"Ah, the Hand of Glory!" said Mr Borgin, abandoning Mr Malfoy's list and scurrying over to Malfoy "inset a candle and it gives light only to the holder! Best friend of thieves and plunderers! You son has fine taste, sir"

Callie silently scoffed at the thought of Malfoy having good taste.

"I hope my son will amount to more than a thief or a plunderer, Borgin" said Mr Malfoy coldly.

Mr Burgin's eyes went wide and he said quickly, "No offense, sir, no offense meant…"

"Though if his grades don't pick up" said Mr Malfoy, more coldly still "that may indeed be all he is fit for…"

"It's not my fault" retorted Malfoy "the teachers all have favourites, that Callie Potter and Hermione Granger…"

She rolled her eyes at the mention of her and Hermione. The second Malfoy realised that she was just better than him in every conceivable way, he would probably be a lot more relaxed and content with himself.

"I would have thought you'd have been ashamed that a Potter and a girl of no wizard family beat you in every exam" snapped Mr Malfoy.

"Ha!" said Harry under his breath and Callie snickered, both pleased to see Malfoy looking both abashed and angry.

"It's the same all over," said Mr Borgin in his oily voice "Wizard blood is counting for less and less everywhere…"

"Not with me," said Mr Malfoy, his long nostrils flaring.

"No, sir, nor with me, sir," said Mr Borgin with a deep bow.

"In that case, perhaps we can return to my list" said Mr Malfoy shortly "I am in something of a hurry, Borgin, I have important business everywhere today…"

The two wizards started to haggle.

Callie shared a nervous look with Harry as Malfoy drew nearer and nearer to their hiding place, examining the objects for sale. Malfoy paused to examine a long coil of hangman's rope and to read, smirking, the card propped on a magnificent necklace of opals:

_Caution: _

_Do not touch._

_Cursed – has claimed the lives of nineteen muggle owners to date._

Malfoy turned away and saw the cabinet right in front of him. He walked forward…Harry shared a panicked look with Callie and they both held their breath…he stretched out his hand for the handle.

"Done" said Mr Malfoy at the counter "come, Draco…"

Opposite her Harry wiped his forehead on his sleeve, sighing, and Callie gave a breathy laugh, half part relief and half part exhilaration with the familiar reckless joy of having almost been caught.

"Good day to you, Mr Borgin. I'll expect you at the manor tomorrow to pick up the goods"

The moment the door closed, Mr Borgin dropped his oily manner.

"Good day yourself, Mister Malfoy, and if the stories are true, you haven't sold me half of what's hidden in your manor…"

Muttering darkly, Mr Borgin disappeared into a back room. Callie and Harry waited for a minute in case he came back, then, quietly as they could, slipped out of the cabinet, past the glass cases, and out of the shop door.

Callie looked around warily as they emerged.

It looked like a dingy alleyway that seemed to be made up entirely of shops devoted to the dark arts. Callie frowned b

The shop she and Harry had just left, Borgin and Burkes, looked like the largest.

She kept her hand in her robe pocket, clutching her wand tensely. She began to walk down the alley and Harry jumped to follow her, looking rather shaken as he looked around nervously, still trying to hold his glasses on his face straight.

"HARRY, CALLIE! What d'yeh think yer doin' down here?" A familiar voice called.
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She leapt in shock, sending Harry a grateful look when he steadied her to stop her from falling. The massive form of Hagrid, the Hogwarts' gamekeeper came striding toward them, beetle-black eyes flashing over his great bristling beard.

"Hagrid!" Harry croaked in obvious relief "I was lost…Floo powder…Callie was with me…"

Callie yelped as Hagrid seized her and Harry by the scruffs of their necks and pulled them away from the spot where the creepy witch had once stood.

Hagrid pulled Callie and Harry all the way along the twisting alleyway and out into bright sunlight. She saw the familiar, snow-white marble building in the distance…Gringotts bank. The half-giant had led them right into Diagon Alley.

"Yer a mess, Harry!" said Hagrid gruffly; brushing soot off Harry so forcefully he nearly knocked him over, so it was now Callie's turn to steady him. "Skulkin' around Knockturn Alley, I dunno dodgy place, you two…don't' want anyone ter see yeh down there…"

"I realize that" said Harry, ducking as Hagrid made to brush him off again "I told you, we were lost…"

"What were you doing down there, anyway?" Callie asked, looking up at him curiously.

"I was lookin' fer Flesh-Eatin' Slug Repellent" growled Hagrid "They're ruining' the school cabbages. Yer not on yer own?"

"We're staying with the Weasleys-" Harry started.

"-But we got separated" Callie finished for him. "We should go and find them…"

The three of them set off together down the street.

"How come you never wrote back ter me?" said Hagrid as he and Callie jogged alongside him (they had to take three steps to every stride of Hagrid's enormous boots)

Harry explained all about Dobby and the Dursleys.

"Lousy Muggles" growled Hagrid. "If I'd have known…"

"Harry! Callie! Over here!"

She looked up and saw Hermione standing at the top of the white flight steps to Gringotts. She ran down to meet them, her bushy brown hair flying behind her. Hermione gave Callie a tight hug, both girls smiling broadly.

"I've missed you…" Hermione said extremely quickly as she pulled from the hug.

"I've miss you too, 'Mione" Callie laughed.

Hermione grinned and turned to Harry, "What happened to your glasses? Hello, Hagrid – Oh, it's wonderful to see you three again…are you coming into Gringotts?"

"As soon as we've found the Weasleys" Said Harry.

"Yeh won't have long to wait" Hagrid said with a grin.

Callie looked around at the same time as Harry and Hermione: springing up the street were Ron, Fred, George, Percy, and Mr Weasley.

"Harry, Callie," Mr Weasley panted "we hoped you'd only gone one grate to far…" he mopped his glistening bald patch "Molly's frantic…she's coming now…"

"Callie, my dear…wonderful to see you again…such a long time it has been" George put on a posh voice, and grabbing her shoulders in order to hug her.

"Positively wonderful…how we've missed you" Fred said in the same voice as his twin, hugging her as well. Callie's nose wrinkled and she bit the inside of her cheek as she felt laughter bubble up inside of her. The three of them burst into laughter.

"Where did you two come out?" Ron asked, ignoring hers and the twins antics, he had grown used to them over the summer.

"Knockturn Alley" said Harry and Callie.

"Excellent!" said Fred and George together.

"We've never been allowed in," said Ron enviously.

"I should ruddy well think not" growled Hagrid.

Mrs Weasley now came galloping into view, her face flushed and her handbag swinging wildly in one hand, Ginny just clinging onto the other.

"Oh, Harry, Callie..oh, my dear…you could have been anywhere..." Gasping for breath, Mrs Weasley pulled a large clothes brush out of her back and began sweeping the soot off Harry that Hagrid hadn't managed to beat away. Mr Weasley took Harry's glasses, gave them a tap of his wand, and returned them.

"Well, gotta be off" said Hagrid, who was having his hand wrung by Mrs. Weasley. "See year at Hogwarts!" and he strode away, head and shoulders taller than anyone else in the packed street.

"Guess who we saw in Borgin and Burkes?" Harry asked Ron and Hermione as they climbed the Gringotts steps.

"Malfoy and his father" Callie finished for her brother.

"Did Lucius Malfoy buy anything?" said Mr Weasley sharply behind them.

"No, he was shelling…" said Callie. "I guess he's on to you"

"So he's worried" said Mr Weasley with grim satisfaction "Oh, I'd love to get Lucius Malfoy for something…"

"You be careful, Arthur" said Mrs Weasley sharply as they were bowed into the bank by a goblin at the door "that family's trouble, don't go biting off more than you can chew…"

"So you don't think I'm a match for Lucius Malfoy?" said Mr Weasley, but he was distracted by the sight of Hermione's parents, who were standing nervously at the counter that Ran all along the great hall.

"It's wonderful to see you again!" said Mr Weasley delightedly, clearly very pleased to be able to have another conversation with the muggles "we must have a drink! What's that you've got there? Oh, you're changing muggle money. Molly, look!" he pointed excitedly at the weird coloured notes in Peter Granger's hand.

"Meet you back here" Ron said to Hermione as the Weasleys, Callie and Harry were led off to their underground vaults by another Gringotts goblin.

The vaults were reached by means of small, goblin-driven carts that sped along miniature train tracks through the bank's underground tunnels. Callie hated the breakneck journey down to the Weasley's vault, clutching Harry's arms tightly. She shared a sad look with Harry and they both bit their lips when the vault opened. There was a very small smile pile of silver sickles inside, and just one gold galleon. Mrs Weasley felt right into the corners before sweeping the whole lot into her bag.

Callie and Harry felt even worse when they reached the Potter's vault. She and Harry tried to block the content from view as they hastily shoved handfuls of coins into their leather bags.

Back outside on the marble steps, they all separated. Percy muttered vaguely about needing a new quill, Harry, Ron and Hermione wanted to get ice creams. Mrs Weasley and Ginny were going to a second-hand cauldron shop. Mr Weasley was insisting on taking the Grangers off to the Leaky cauldron for a drink.

"We'll all meet at Flourish and Blotts in an hour to buy your school books" said Mrs Weasley as she set off with Ginny.

An hour later, Callie, Fred and George headed for Flourish and Blotts. They were by no means the only ones making their way to the bookshop. As they approached it, they saw to their surprise a large crowd jostling outside the doors, trying to get in. the reason for this was proclaimed by a large banner stretched across the upper windows:

_GILDEROY LOCKHART _

_Will be signing copies of his autobiography,_

_MAGICAL ME_

_Today 12:30 P.M. to 4:30 P.M._

The twins looked down from the banner and groaned in sink.

"You up for coming back at 4:31?" Fred asked dryly.

She shared an annoyed look with the twins before they squeezed inside the shop. A long line wound right to the back of the shop, where Gilderoy Lockhart was signing his books. Callie grabbed a copy of The Standard Book of Spells: Grade 2. They then sneaked up the line to where Ginny, Percy, Mr and Mrs Weasley and the Grangers were standing. Callie stayed squished in between Fred and George letting them protect her from getting shoved too much.

"Good, there you are, I was starting to think you were going to be late" Mr Weasley said as they stopped beside them.

"Have you seen the others, dear?" Mrs Weasley asked, trying to peer over the crowds to catch a sight of them.

Callie pulled Ginny into her front as a harassed-looking man nearly knocked into the small girl on his rush in getting over to the crowd the door (it was mostly made up of witches around Mrs Weasley's age) saying, "Calmly, please, ladies…don't push, there…mind the books, now…"

She turned and saw a familiar messy black head of hair making its way through the crowd and a second later Harry, Hermione and Ron came into view.

"Oh, there you are, good" said Mrs Weasley, she glanced at the front of the shop where Lockhart was going to be any moment and patted her hair "We'll be able to see him in a minute…"

Gilderoy Lockhart came slowly into view, seated at a table surrounded by large pictures of his own face, all winking and flashing dazzling white teeth at the crowd. The real Lockhart was wearing robes of forget-me-not blue that exactly matched his eyes; his pointed wizard's hat was set at a jaunty angle on his wavy hair.

"He's full of himself, isn't he?" Callie muttered to the twins, looking at the sheer number of pictures of Lockhart.

Fred and George looked down from either side of her with raised brows.

"I'm sorry, did we just here Callie talk about someone being big headed?" Fred asked in a thoroughly shocked voice.

"I think we did" George whispered, making his blue eyes ridiculously "Okay, whatever." Callie huffed.

Gilderoy Lockhart had clearly heard him as he looked up. He saw Callie…and they he saw Harry.

Lockhart stared for a moment before he leapt to his feet and positively shouted, "it can't be The Potter twins?"

The crowd parted, whispering excitedly; Lockhart dived forward, seized Harry and Callie's arm, and pulled him to the front. She looked over to her brother, Whose face was bright red from his spot beside Lockhart.

She knew hew own face burning with embarrassment as well, but the wizard did not seem to care. Lockhart announced that he was going to be the new Defence against the Dark Arts Professor, Callie felt her heart sink at the thought, but she was sure that she saw Hermione's eyes widen in clear delight.

After they were released the twins waited near Ginny, Harry offered his free books he had been given to Ginny and Callie slipped hers in Fred's basket, he looked like he wanted to refuse but didn't have the heart to so whispered her a quiet thanks.

"Bet you loved that, didn't you Potter? _Famous _Potter twins, can't even go into a bookshop without making the front page!" Malfoy stepped out from around a corner and Callie saw her brother's face darken in anger.

"Leave him alone, he didn't want all that!" Said Ginny, unexpectedly from next to Harry. Callie could tell how much the girl liked her brother, she could barely look at him without blushing.

"Potter, you've got yourself a _girlfriend_!" Said Malfoy, laughing at Ginny.

"Oh and what a surprise, Malfoy, you're all alone" Callie said, mimicking Malfoy's drawling voice and she smirked when he sneered and glared at her.

"Oh, it's just you," Ron said when he realised who she was talking to, he was looking at Malfoy as though he was something unpleasant on the sole of his shoe "Bet you're surprised to see Harry here, eh?" Ron added.

"Not as surprised as I am to see you in a shop, Weasley," retorted Malfoy. "I suppose your parents will go hungry for a month to pay for all those"

Fred, George and Ron turned as red as Ginny. Callie helped Fred hold George back as he tried to surge forward and hit the Slytherin. While Fred was definitely the most reckless of the twins, she knew that George had inherited their mother's furious temper.

"It's mad in here, kids, let's go outside." Mr Weasley said, not even looking at Malfoy.

"Well, well, well – Arthur Weasley." Came a cold, smooth voice, Callie looked over and saw Mr. Malfoy, looking at Mr Weasley as though he was something that Mr Malfoy had just trodden in.

"Lucius." Replied Mr Weasley, his voice was cold and quite different to the usual tone of his voice.

"Isn't this just the worst reunion ever" George growled lowly to her and Fred, the glare still marring his face.

"Busy time at the Ministry, I hear. All those raids … I do hope they're paying you overtime?" He glanced into Ginny's basket and saw the state of her Charms textbook and laughed lightly, picking it up, "Obviously not. Dear me, what's the use of being a disgrace to the name of wizard if they don't even pay you well for it?"

"We have a very different idea of what disgraces the name of wizard, Malfoy." Mr Weasley replied, blushing as much as his daughter as Mr Malfoy slipped the book back into her basket.

"Clearly," Mr Malfoy's eyes looked over to where Hermione and her parents appeared to be in a rather heated discussion, "the company you keep, Weasley … and I thought your family could sink no lower."

Callie gasped but the noise was lost in the sound of Mr Weasley punching Mr Malfoy on the nose and then hitting him with Ginny's new cauldron.

Before wands were drawn Mrs Weasley ran over and shrieked at her husband.

"No, Arthur, no!" The shop assistant came over, and then, much more helpfully, Hagrid entered the shop and pulled the two failing wizards apart.

Mr Malfoy shrugged out of Hagrid's grip and pushed Ginny's cauldron back over to his, smoothing his creased robes.

"Here, girl – take your things – it's the best your father can give you!" The Malfoy men cast one more hateful look at the Weasleys and then left the shop.

They went back to the burrow after that, using the Floo. Luckily this time Harry had done it right and they all appeared where they should
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**CHAPTER 24**

The end of the summer holidays came much too quickly for Callie's liking, she couldn't believe that soon she would be going back to attending lessons and doing homework and getting detention from Snape.

On their last evening at the Burrow, Mrs Weasley conjured up a scrumptious dinner that included all of Harry's favourite things, which Callie thought was extremely nice of her, and it ended with a mouth-watering treacle pudding. The twins rounded off the evening with a display of their Filibuster fireworks; they filled the kitchen with red and blue stars that bounced from the ceiling to wall for at least half an hour. Then it was time for a last mug of hot chocolate and bed.

It took a long while to get started the next morning. They were up at dawn, but Callie had to be woken up a second time as she had fallen asleep in the middle of hastily doing her last minute packing.

Mrs Weasley dashed about in a bad mood looking for spare socks and quills; people kept colliding on the stairs, half-dressed with bits of toast in their hands. Mr Weasley nearly broke his neck tripping over a stray chicken as he crossed the yard carrying Ginny's trunk to the car and Fred had fallen on Callie at the bottom of the stairs. Harry looked like he wanted to punch Fred when he saw their state of half dress, but he calmed down when they explained that Fred tripped over Ron's broomstick and fell down the stairs, inadvertently landing on Callie.

Mr Weasley whispered for her and Harry not to mention the special features he had on the car when nine people, seven large trunks, three owls and a rat fit in the small Ford Angila due to the expansion spell.

When at last they were all on the car, Mrs Weasley glanced into the back seat, where Harry, Ron, Callie, Fred, George and Percy were all sitting comfortably side by side, and said "Muggles do know more than we give them credit for, don't they?" she and Ginny got into the front seat, which had been stretched so that it resembled a park bench "I mean, you'd never know it was this roomy from the outside, would you?"

Callie shared an amused look with Fred and George as they resisted the urge to laugh.

Mr Weasley started up the engine and they trundled out of the yard. Barely a second had passed when they had to go back, George had forgotten his box of Filibuster fireworks (of course he told Mrs Weasley that it was his Transfiguration book). Five minutes after that, they skidded to a halt in the yard so that Fred could run in for his broomstick, how he could forget something so important was beyond Briar, her Nimbus Two Thousand was the first thing she packed.

They reached King's Cross at a quarter to eleven. Mr Weasley dashed across the road to get trolleys for their trunks and they all hurried into the station. Mrs Weasley was looking around at the muggles and telling each of them when to go through the barrier, not wanting to attract the attention of the non-magical community.

Percy strode briskly forward and vanished. Mr Weasley went next and the Callie followed with Fred and George, leaving Mrs Weasley, Ginny, Harry and Ron the only ones left on the muggle side of the barrier.

"Hurry up, you two, Lee said he'd save us a compartment near the back" Callie told the twins as she hurriedly began to drag her toward the train.

"Ugh, you're being such a kill joy, Callie" Fred moaned as he looked up from turning a few of the first years different colours, much to some of the muggle parents horror.

"Oh, I'm a kill joy?" Callie asked, raising her brows challengingly.

Fred and George shared a glance before saying "yes" simultaneously.

Callie scoffed and once they had stashed their trunks in an empty compartment, began to root through her trunk.

"What are you doing?" asked George in confusion.

She had pulled out some of her fireworks and some muggle bouncy balls. Callie opted not to answer George as she wrapped the fireworks around the bouncy balls until they were secure.

"Watch and learn" Callie laughed as she walked purposefully down the corridor down to the compartment she knew the sixth year Slytherins always were.

She discreetly slid open the door and frowned angrily as she heard the word 'Mudblood' get thrown into their conversation casually. She smirked evilly as she lit the fireworks with her wand and threw the bouncy balls into the compartment as hard as she could.

She laughed loudly as she heard the Slytherin's scream, the fireworks bouncing around in unpredicted places as they released brightly coloured sparks.

"POTTER!" she heard a burly sixth year named Colin shout and the compartment slam open.

"Run!" she shouted through chuckles at the twins, who were looking at her in awe.

Needing no warning the twins took off at a run towards the front of the train and Callie hightailed it in the opposite direction. She only could hear thundering footsteps behind her as the Slytherins tried to catch her, so quickly ducked behind a gaggle of third year Hufflepuffs and into a seemingly empty compartment.

She grabbed the corner of the curtain on the compartment's door and peeked through the window. Callie saw the Slytherins angrily stomp past the compartment and grinned in triumph as they seemed not to realize that the intended target had gotten away.

"Hello…" a rather dreamy voice said.

"Bloody-" Callie jumped in shocked and whirled around.

The compartment wasn't empty as she had first thought, there was a lone second year sitting in the corner, a copy of the Quibbler held in her hand. The girl had large blue eyes, pale skin and dirty blonde hair that was so long she could sit on it.

"I'm sorry. I didn't notice you" Callie commented.

The girl looked at her and Callie couldn't help but shift slightly under the girl's gaze, it felt like she was looking into her very soul.

"It was probably the nargles messing with your vision" the blonde girl said finally in the same airy tone as she had first spoken with.

Callie raised her dark brows.

"Nargles…" she said slowly, drawing out the unknown word as she tasted it on her tongue.

The blonde girl nodded but otherwise didn't respond, just continued to stare at her with her wide blue eyes.

She ruffled her hair.

"Well, I'm-"

"Calliope Potter, you're Harry Potter's sister" the girl said and there was no question in her voice.

She opened her mouth to ask how she knew who she was, but snapped it closed again and shook her head, deciding she should probably not question the strange girl and besides, Potter's were rather easy to recognize do to them being twins and all.

"Has anyone told you you're a bit…" Callie trailed off, not wanting to offend the girl.

"Dreamy?" the girl supplied.

"Sure, let's go with that" said Callie smiling cheerily.

"A lot of people…tell me I'm a bit…dreamy" she told her with an airy look on her face "but I like the idea of that. Of being somewhere else."

Callie smiled slightly.

"Ri-ight" She dragged out the word "well, I'm going to go…"

The girl did even acknowledge that she had spoken, just opened the magazine in her hand and began to read it. Okay, She thought, and left the compartment without another word.

She put the encounter with the strange, dreamy girl out of her mind and instead went to meet up up with twins in a compartment near the back. She swerved to avoid a fanged Frisbee that was barrelling down the train corridor and smirked when she heard Percy's shouts as he scolded its owner.

When she met up with the boys in the third compartment from the back, she exchanged stories with lee about their summers.

Callie was laughing at Lee's story of a prank he had pulled on his parents when she happened to glance out the window and her eyes grew wide.

Flying in the sky alongside the train was the Weasley's turquoise blue Angila. Through the front window she could easily see the messy black and red heads of Harry and Ron inside.

"Bloody Hell! Are you seeing what I'm seeing?" Callie shouted as she continued to stare at the flying car, thinking that if she took her eyes off of it, it would vanish.

She saw Lee frown out of the corner of her eyes before he followed her gaze and his chocolate brown eyes went wide too.

"Wicked!" Lee exclaimed and Callie sighed in relief that she wasn't imagining it.

"What?" Fred asked around the multitude of Bertie Botts every flavour beans as George had been stuffing as many as he could into his twin's mouth to see how many would fit.

Callie and Lee didn't answer just silently pointed towards her twin and Ron driving the flying car. Fred and George stood up to look of the window and both cursed in surprise.

"I can't believe they didn't ask us to go with them!" Fred exclaimed.

"I know right" George said.

Callie shook her head, knowing that her brother and friend were going to be in a lot of trouble.
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**CHAPTER 25**

When the train finally pulled into Hogsmeade station. Callie told Hermione and Neville about what what she, Lee and the twins had seen Ron and Harry do as they went to the castle on the Thestral drawn carriages.

Hermione scoffed, rolling her eyes, clearly thinking she was messing with her and the more she tried to convince the girl it was the truth, the more Hermione seemed inclined to believe it was a lie. On the other hand Neville was looking worriedly at the sky, as though he expected the flying car to crash into them.

Harry and Ron weren't at the sorting feast either and judging by the noticeable absence of Snape and McGonagall, they had gotten caught. This meant that Flitwick had read out the list of first years instead of McGonagall, the list was taller than he was.

She clapped eagerly as the sorting hat finished its song and bowed to the four tables. However, the eagerness soon dwindled as the sorting hat went on. And on. And on. It seemed to take a lot longer when you weren't the one getting sorted.

She moaned as the sorting continued, the Hufflepuffs erupting into applause as they got a new first year, gripping her stomach and resting her forehead on top of her empty golden plate.

"I swear, I'm going to eat my own arm before he gets through the bloody list" Callie grumbled.

Neville laughed rubbed her back sympathetically.

Finally, it reached the last person, which turned out to be a very pale looking Ginny. However, just as the rest of Weasley's had, Ginny was quickly sorted into Gryffindor. The twins whooped happily and Callie clapped as the girl rushed to sit with the other first years looking very relieved. Percy reached to shake Ginny's hand, congratulating her on getting into Gryffindor, just as he had done to Ron when he had been sorted.

Flitwick rolled up the list of names, carried the stool to the side of the hall and hurried quickly off to his seat at the high table. She looked up as Dumbledore cleared his throat, the whole hall going silent as he got to his feet.

"Welcome to another year at Hogwarts, and to those first joining us, I hope you enjoy the start of your school careers. I have a few words to say before we begin the feast. I would like to give a warm welcome to our new Defence Against the Dark Arts Professor, Gilderoy Lockhart" Dumbledore said, giving a small, pleasant clap.

Lockhart, clad in cherry coloured robes, got to his feet and shot the hall one of his famous smiles, tipping his pointed wizard's hat. There was scattered applause across the hall. From the female population the cheers seemed to be extremely enthusiastic, while the boys less so and Callie didn't even both to clap at all, just sharing an unimpressed look with The twins.

The teachers seemed to have the same idea of Lockhart as she did as there claps seemed bored and there smiles becoming forced.

Callie smiled when the twins shouted 'Yes!' when the food appeared, and she filled her plate. "Honestly, you're as bad as Ron" Hermione commented as she pecked at her own food, wrinkling her nose distastefully.

Callie mumbled something indistinguishable around a mouthful of mashed potatoes so that Hermione just scoffed and turned to carry out a conversation with one of the more studious looking first years.

Callie and Hermione decided they were going to stay up to wait for Harry and Ron to return, but it seemed everyone else had the same idea. Almost all the Gryffindors had latched onto the rumours of the flying car and were all whispering excitedly together as they glanced at the portrait hole for the two second years to return.

Since she and Hermione were waiting right by the portrait hole, they easily heard when the fat lady said "Password?" and they guessed who was on the other side.

Hermione pushed past Callie and threw the portrait hole open and She was sure she heard the fat lady humph in annoyance.

"There you are!" Hermione exclaimed at Ron and Harry "Where have you been? The most ridiculous rumours…someone said you'd been expelled for crashing a flying car!"

"Well, we haven't been expelled" Harry assured Hermione.

Callie smirked at her twin's lack of denial.

"You're not telling me you did fly here?" said Hermione warily.

"Of course they did, 'Mione. I told you, Lee, Fred, George and I saw them" Callie said, rolling her eyes.

Hermione shot Her a reprimanding look before turning to the boys again, her lips pursed.

"Skip the lecture" said Ron impatiently "and tell us the new password"

"It's wattlebird" said Hermione in the same impatient tone Ron had used with her "but that's not the point…"

Her words were cut short, however, as the rest of Gryffindor house seemed to have noticed Harry and Ron so there was a sudden storm of clapping. Arms reached through the portrait hole to pull Harry and Ron inside, leaving Callie and Hermione to scramble in after them.

"Brilliant!" yelled George,swinging an arm around Callie's shoulders as he addressed Ron and Harry,"Inspired! Flying a car right into the Whomping Willow, people'll be talking about that one for years…"

Fred pushed their way through the crowd and stood next to George, grinning from ear to ear, and they said together, "why couldn't we have come in the car, eh?"

Ron was scarlet in the face, grinning embarrassingly as everyone continued to cheer and grin at the spectacle that as surely going to make Gryffindor popular for years to come.

After Harry and Ron went to their dormitories to avoid Percy, Callie sat with Hermione, Neville, and the twins.

"Five Galleons that he gets a howler." Said Fred, sitting down in between Hermione and Callie.

"I'll put six Galleons and a knut that he gets a Howler _but_ mom doesn't blame Harry." Added George, sitting next to his brother.

"You're on" and they shook on it.


	26. Chapter 26

**HOPE YOU ALL ENJOY!**

**CHAPTER 26**

The following morning at breakfast, to George's delight and Ron's extreme embarrassment, George won the Howler bet.

She had just sat down at the table, when her head snapped in Harry and Ron's direction as a roar of sound fill the huge hall from their direction. It took her a moment to recognize the screaming voice as Mrs Weasley. Ron had gotten a Howler.

"-STEALING THE CAR, I WOULDN'T HAVE BEEN SURPRISED IF THEY'D EXPELLED YOU, YOU WAIT 'TIL I GET HOLD OF YOU, I DON'T SUPPOSED YOU STOPPED TO THINK ABOUT WHAT YOUR FATHER AND I WENT THROUGH WHEN WE SAW IT WAS GONE-"

People throughout the hall were swivelling around to see who had received the howler and Ron sank so low in his chair that only his crimson forehead could be seen.

"-LETTER FROM DUMBLEDORE LAST NIGHT, I THOUGHT YOUR FATHER AND I WOULD DIE OF SHAME, WE DIDN'T BRING YOU UP TO BEHAVE LIKE THIS, YOU AND HARRY COULD HAVE DIED-"

Callie thought that was a bit of an exaggeration, but that did seem to stop Harry from sinking into his chair much like Ron had, a guilty look suddenly plastered on his face.

"-ABSOLUTELY DISGUSTED – YOUR FATHER'S FACING AN INQUIRY AT WORK, IT'S ENTIRELY YOUR FAULT AND IF YOU PUT ANOTHER TOE OUT OF LINE, WE'LL BRING YOU STRAIGHT BACK HOME!"

A ringing silence fell. The red envelop of the howler, dropped from Ron's hand, burst into flames and curled into ashes. A few people laughed and, gradually, a babble of talk broke out again.

"I know, I hate Howlers," Fred said, looking over at Ron and wincing on his behalf.

George and Callie just nodded, their eyes slightly wide as their ears continued to ring with shouts. McGonagall was making her way down the Gryffindor table and Callie looked down at hers as Fred and George began to compare their own, seeing which lessons they had together. Callie's own time table told her that she had double Herbology with the Hufflepuffs first.

She groaned loudly. She hated Herbology a lot, and the only thing that kept her from failing was Neville.

She left the castle with Harry, Ron, Neville, and Hermione. They crossed the vegetable patch and made for the greenhouses, where the magical plants were kept.

As they neared the greenhouses they saw the rest of the class standing outside, waiting for Professor Sprout. Callie And the others had only just joined them when the stout professor came striding into view across the lawn, accompanied by Gilderoy Lockhart.

Professor Sprout was a squat little witch who wore a patched hat over her flyaway hair; there was usually a large amount of earth on her clothes and her fingernails had dried dirt beneath them. Gilderoy Lockhart, however, was immaculate in sweeping robe of turquoise, his golden hair shining under a perfectly positioned turquoise hat with gold trimming.

"Oh, hello there!" he called, beaming around at the assembled students "just been showing Professor Sprout the right way to doctor a Whomping Willow! But I don't want you running away with the idea that I'm better at Herbology than she is! I just happen to have met several of these exotic plants on my travels…"

Callie frowned, glaring at the blonde haired man. She was starting to get annoyed at his arrogance.

"Like you could tell her anything she doesn't already know…Professor Sprout is brilliant" Neville said to Lockhart coolly and Sprout beamed at him.

"Greenhouse three today, chaps!" said Professor Sprout, she was back to her usual cheerful self after Neville's words, rather than the disgruntled look she had on when she had arrived.

There was a murmur of interest from most, but Callie groaned. They had only ever worked in greenhouse one before…greenhouse three housed far more interesting and dangerous plants, but she just saw it as more of an opportunity to humiliate herself with her lack of knowledge.

"Harry! I've been wanting a word…you don't mind if he's a couple of minutes late, do you, Professor Sprout?" Lockhart's voice came and Callie turned from making her way into the greenhouse and saw that Lockhart's hand had shot out to stop Harry from following her and the others inside.

Judging by Professor Sprout's scowl, she did mind, but Lockhart had already left.

"He's a bit of a prat, isn't he?" Callie said to Neville dryly.

"Okay!" Mrs Sprout said loudly, clapping her hands together as she moved to stand behind a trestle bench in the centre of the greenhouse "As you are aware, greenhouse three holds some of the more dangerous plants and we will therefore have to be a lot more careful and take more precautions. Such as…."

Professor sprout flicked her wand and about twenty pair of different-coloured ear muffs were levitated onto the bench in front of her. Callie shared a bewildered look with Ron. What in Merlin's name would they need earmuffs for?

It was that moment that Harry quietly made his way inside, taking his place between her and Ron. She shot him a questioning look, wondering what Lockhart could have wanted with him, and he shook his head giving her a look that told her he would tell her later.

"We'll be repotting Mandrakes today." Professor Spout said "Now, who can tell me the properties of the Mandrake?"

To nobody's surprise, Hermione's hand was the first into the air.

"Mandrake, or Mandragora, is a powerful restorative," said Hermione, sounding as usual as though she had swallowed the textbook "it is used to return people who have been transfigured or cursed to their original state."

"Excellent. Ten points to Gryffindor," said Professor Sprout "The Mandrake forms an essential part of most antidotes. It is also, however, dangerous. Who can tell me why?"

Hermione's hand messed up Callie's hair as it shot up again. She scowled as she ruffled her messy black hair back in an acceptable position.

"What about you, Miss Potter?" Professor Sprout asks her.

"Urm…" Callie stuttered, looking to Hermione for help, but the girl was pouting slightly for not having been picked to answer so she looked back to the Professor "Because it's harmful to people who hear it?" her answer came out more like a question.

"Not quite. The cry of the Mandrake is fatal to anyone who hears it" Professor Sprout corrected "Now, the Mandrakes we have here are still very young,"

She pointed to a row of deep trays as she spoke, and everyone shuffled forward for a better look. A hundred or so tufty little plants, purplish green in colour, were growing there in rows.

"Everyone take a pair of earmuffs," said Professor Sprout.

There was a scramble as everyone tried to seize a pair that wasn't pink and fluffy, it ended up being Neville who had gotten stuck with them.

"When I tell you to put them on, make sure your ears are completely covered" said Professor Sprout "when it is safe to remove them, I will give you the thumbs-up. Right…earmuffs on"

Callie snapped the earmuffs over her ears in sync with everyone else. They shut out sound completely. Professor Sprout put another pink, fluffy pair over her ears, rolled up the sleeves of her robes, grasped one of the tufty plants firmly, and pulled hard.

Instead of roots, a small muddy, and extremely ugly baby popped out of the early. The leaves were growing right out of his head. He had pale green, mottled skin, and was clearly bawling at the top of his lungs.

Professor Sprout took a large plant pot from under the table and plunged the Mandrake into it, burying him in dark, damp compost until only the tufted leaves were visible. Callie thought it looked very easy, which she took to mean that it would be the hardest thing she'd ever done. Merlin she hated Herbology.

Professor Sprout dusted off her hands, gave them all the thumbs-up, and removed her own earmuffs.

"As our Mandrakes are only seedlings, their cries won't kill yet," she said calmly "However, they will knock you out for several hours, and as I'm sure none of you want to miss your first day back, make sure your earmuffs are securely in place while you work. I will attract your attention when it is time to pack up. Five to a tray…there is a large supply of pots here – compost in the sacks over there – and be careful of the Venomous Tentacula. It's teething"

She gave a slap to a spiky, dark red plant as she spoke, making it draw in the long feelers that had been inching sneakily over her shoulder.

Callie, Harry, Neville, Ron and Hermione put their earmuffs back on. Just as Callie had suspected, it wasn't nearly as easy as Professor Sprout made it look. The Mandrakes didn't like coming out of the earth, but didn't seem to want to go back into it either. They squirmed, kicked, flailed their sharp little fists, and gnashed their teeth.

Callie's Mandrake had gotten a fistful of her hair and it had taken Harry a full ten minutes to untangle it from her and shove it in a pot. Callie scowled at a few of the Hufflepuffs that were gathered around the tray next to theirs when they snickered and pointed at her. She's said it before and she'll say it again, she hate's Herbology.

By the end of the class, Callie, like everyone else, was sweaty, aching and covered in earth. Everyone trudged back to the castle for a quick wash, but none faster than Callie who was annoyed at the sheer amount of dirt that was in her hair.
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**CHAPTER 27**

McGonagall's classes were better this year than last, the transfigurations became more complicated. They were supposed to be turning a beetle into a button and just like she normally did, Callie had accomplished it first.

Harry on the other hand, didn't seemed to be having much luck, all he had managed to do was give him beetle a lot of exercise as it scuttled over the desktop to avoiding his wand.

Ron had it much worse than her twin, however. His wand had been broken when he and Harry had crashed into the Whomping Willow and had now been patched up with some Spellotape he borrowed off of her, but it seemed to be damaged beyond repair.

It kept crackling and sparking at odd moments, and every time Ron tried to transfigure his beetle, it engulfed him in thick grey smoke that smelled of rotten eggs. Unable to see what he was doing, Ron accidentally squashed his beetle with his elbow and had to ask for a new one. McGonagall wasn't pleased.

Callie piled out of the classroom with everyone else and went to meet up to the Gryffindor common room. She found Fred and George in the comfiest chairs by the fireplace and quickly made her way over. She sat down on the arm of the chair Fred was in, but a first year ran by and pushed her into Fred's lap and he tensed, before shouting,"Oi! Look where you're going next time!"

Callie struggled to get off his lap, before he pushed her up and moved to the side, leaving just enough space for her to sit next to him.

"Okay, you know how you had the idea to create sweets that make you ill?" Callie asked.

"Yeah?" they said simultaneously.

"Well we were repotting Mandrakes in Herbology. Did you know that they are a restorative?" she hinted.

Fred and George shared a glance.

"Um…why does that matter?" George asked with furrowed brows.

Callie sighed and rolled her eyes.

"Don't you get it? What if we use it as one of the ingredients to make an antidote?" Callie explained.

"Brilliant!" George exclaimed and high fives Callie.

"Maybe we could make them into one sweet, have it double sided or something, the antidote a different colour" Fred suggested.

A moment later Callie had to go to lunch on her own, since Fred and George _actually_ went to the library, trying to find something else to help them make the sweets. She made her way over to Harry, Neville, Ron and Hermione at the Gryffindor table.

"What've we got this afternoon?" said Harry.

"Defence against the Dark arts," said Hermione at once.

"Why," demanded Ron, seizing her schedule, "have you outlined all Lockhart's lessons in little hearts?"

Callie looked over Ron's shoulders to see that Ron was correct. She wrinkled her nose and raised disbelieving brows at Hermione, who snatched the schedule back, blushing furiously.

When Callie got to Defence Against the Dark Arts after lunch was over, the first thing she did was sit at the back of the classroom and pile all her books in front of her. She was trying to make herself the least visible to the Professor as possible.

Harry seemed to have the same idea as her as when he turned up he sat down next to her and piled his books in front of himself too.

Lockhart cleared his throat loudly when he saw that the whole class was seated and silence fell. He reached forward, picked up Neville's copy of Travels with Trolls, and held it up to show his own, winking portrait on the front.

"Me," he said, pointing at it and winking as well "Gilderoy Lockhart, Order of Merlin, Third Class, Honorary Member of the Dark Force Defence League, and five-time winner of Witch Weekly's Most Charming Smile Award but I don't talk about that."

"Oh, of course not, the fact he mentioned it now was entirely coincidental" Callie muttered sarcastically to Harry, making him smother a snort of laughter.

"I didn't get rid of the Bandon Banshee by smiling at her!" he waited for them to laugh, Callie just stared at him with raised brows as a few people smiled weakly. "I see you've all bought a complete set of my books – well done. I thought we'd start with a little quiz. Nothing to worry about – just to check how well you've read them, how much you've take in…"

When he handed out the test papers he returned to the front of the class and said, "You have thirty minutes – start – now!"

Callie looked down at her paper and read:

_What is Gilderoy Lockhart's favourite colour?_

_What is Gilderoy Lockhart's secret ambition?_

_What, in your opinion, is Gilderoy Lockhart's greatest achievement to date?_

On and on it went, over three sides of paper, right down to:

_When is Gilderoy Lockhart's birthday, and what would his ideal gift be?_

She wrinkled her nose and shared an utterly disgusted look with Harry before a mischievous smirk appeared on her lips and eagerly grabbed her quill. She would answer all the questions, and she would answer them well.

Half an hour later, Lockhart collected the papers and rifles through them in front of the class.

"Tut, tut – hardly any of you remembered that favourite colour is lilac. I say so in Year With The Yeti. And a few of you need to read Wanderings with Werewolves more carefully…I clearly state in chapter twelve that my ideal birthday gift would be harmony between all magic and non-magic peoples – though I wouldn't say no to a large bottle of Ogden's Old Firewhiskey!"

He gave them another roguish wink. Ron was now staring at Lockhart with an expression of disbelief on his face.

"Miss Potter, the thing I most want to do before I die most certainly is not your Aunt Petunia" Lockhart said disapprovingly.

This was too much for Callie and Harry, and they began to roar with laughter, Ron let out a loud snort and a good half of the class were trying extremely hard to smother their laughter. Hermione on the other hand, was giving Callie a glare and was listening to Lockhart with rapt attention and gave a start when he mentioned her names.

"…But Miss Hermione Granger knew my secret ambition is to rid the world of evil and market my own range of hair-care potions…good girl! In fact – " he flipped her paper over "-full marks! Where is Miss Hermione Granger?"

Hermione raised a trembling hand.

"Excellent!" beamed Lockhart "Quite excellent! Take ten points for Gryffindor! And so…to business…"

He bent down behind his desk and lifted a large, covered cage onto it.

"Now…be warned! It is my job to arm you against the foulest creatures known to wizardkind! You may find yourselves facing your worst fears in this room. Know only that no harm can befall you whilst I am here. All I ask is that you remain calm"

Somehow Callie doubted that Lockhart would be able to protect them. If a group of death eaters rushed in a started to attack right now, she had a feeling that instead of protecting them he would use the students as human shields to save his own skin.

However, in spite of herself, Callie stopped laughing and leaned around her and Harry's piles of books for a better look at the cage. Lockhart placed a hand on the cover. Neville was cowering in his front row seat.

"I must ask you not to scream" said Lockhart in a low voice "it might provoke them"

As the whole class held its breath, Lockhart whipped off the cover.

"Yes," he said dramatically "freshly caught Cornish Pixies"

Seamus Finnigan couldn't control himself. He let out a snort of laughter that even Lockhart couldn't mistake for a scream of terror.

"Yes?" he smiled at Seamus.

"Well, they're not – they're not very – dangerous, are they?" Seamus choked.

Callie couldn't help but laugh.

"Don't be so sure!" said Lockhart, waggling a finger annoyingly at Seamus "Devilish tricky little blighters they can be!"

The pixies were electric blue and about eight inches high, with pointed faces and voices so shrill it was like listening to nails on a chalk board. The moment the cover had been removed, they had started jabbering and rocketing around, rattling the bars and making bizarre faces at the people nearest them.

"Right, then," Lockhart said loudly "Let's see what you make of them!" and he opened the cage.

It was pandemonium. The pixies shot in every direction like rockets. Two of them seized Neville by the ears and lifted him into the air. Several shot straight through the window, showing the back row with broken glass, making Callie wince when a piece cut her cheek.

The rest proceeded to wreck the classroom more effectively than a rampaging Hippogriff. They grabbed ink bottles and sprayed the class with them, shredded books and papers, tore pictures from the walls, up ended the waste basket, grabbed bags and books and threw them out of the smashed window; within minutes, half the class was sheltering under desks and Neville was swinging from the iron chandelier in the ceiling.

"Come on now – round them up, round them up, they're only pixies" Lockhart shouted.

He rolled up his sleeves, brandished his wand, and bellowed, "Peskipiksi Pesternomi!"

It had absolutely no effect; one of the pixies seized his wand and threw it out of the window, too. Lockhart gulped and dived under his own desk, narrowly avoiding being squashed by Neville, who fell a second later as the chandelier gave way.

The bell rang and there was a mad rush toward the exit. In the relative calm that followed, Lockhart straightened up, caught sight of Harry, Ron and Hermione, who were behind Callie as she was exiting the room, and said "Well, I'll ask you three to just nip the rest of them back into their cage"

He swept past them and shut the door quickly behind him. Callie was about to leave, but Harry shot her a desperate look. She heaved a sigh, she couldn't argue with someone who shared her face. She was so close to be able to leave, but instead she joined her twin, Ron and Hermione in the classroom.

"Can you believe him?" roared Ron as one of the remaining pixies bit him painfully on the ear.

"He just wants to give us some hands-on experience," said Hermione, immobilizing two pixies at one with a clever Freezing Charm and stuffing them back into their cage.

"Hands on?" Harry scoffed.

"'Mione, he didn't have a clue what he was doing…" Callie continued for Harry, immobilizing another pixie so that it froze half way through sticking its tongue out.

"Rubbish," said Hermione. "You've read his books…look at all those amazing things he's done"

"he says he's done," Callie, Harry and Ron muttered at the same time, but Hermione acted as though she didn't hear them.
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**CHAPTER 28**

Callie was quite glad to reach the weekend. She, Harry, Ron and Hermione were planning to visit Hagrid on Saturday morning, however she was awoken much earlier than she thought she was going to be by Angelina Johnson, her now fellow chaser.

"Whatsamatter?" said Callie groggily, sitting up slowly in her bed, her hair even more unruly than usual.

"Quidditch practice" Angelina told her, rubbing her eyes tiredly and smothering a yawn "Oliver's gone practice crazy, it's the crack of dawn" she groaned, before the older girl stumbled away in order to get her Quidditch gear on. She squinted at the window to see that Angelina was right, it was in fact the crack of dawn. There was a thin mist hanging across the pink-and-gold-sky. Now that she was awake, Callie couldn't understand how she could have slept through the racket the birds were making.

However, the early start meant nothing to Callie. She leapt out of bed and eagerly ran to the bathroom to get ready and to put on her Quidditch gear.

Her eyes were gleaming with crazed enthusiasm as she grabbed her Nimbus Two Thousand and began to make her way from the dorm's, common room and eventually castle. Oliver had come up with a great training program, none of the other teams had even started training yet, they were sure to get a good form perfected before the others.

Not soon after, Callie was sitting in the changing rooms with the rest of the team, waiting for Harry to arrive. Callie and Oliver seemed to be the only ones that were wide awake and eager to begin practice, but then again she supposed Oliver was just as much of a Quidditch fanatic as she was.

She was sitting in between Fred and George, who were puffy eyed and tousle haired. George's head was resting on her shoulder, his eyes flickering as he tried to keep them open. Her fellow chasers, Katie and Angelina, were yawning side by side opposite the three of them.

Finally Harry entered, looking tired and had a distinct rumpled expression. Callie could only assume that someone had annoyed him as that was the only time her twin got that particular expression.

"There you are, Harry, what kept you?" said Oliver briskly "Now, I wanted a quick talk with you all before we actually get onto the field, because I spent the summer devising a whole new training program, which I really think will make all the different…"

Oliver was holding up a large diagram of a Quidditch field, on which were drawn many lines, arrows, and crosses in different coloured links. He took his wand, tapped the board, and the arrows began to wiggle over the diagram like caterpillars. As Callie listened to the captain launch himself into a speech about his new tactics, she let out a small snort of laughter as Fred's head dropped right onto her shoulder and he began to snore quietly.

The first board took nearly twenty minutes to explain and there was another board after tha and a third under that one. Callie listened with rapt attention and admitted quite willingly that the tactics Oliver came up with were a stroke of brilliance, she was sure if they perfected them they would have the Quidditch cup in the bag.

"So," said Oliver, making Harry jerk to attention opposite her "is that clear? Any questions?"

"I've got a question, Oliver" said George, who had lifted his head from her shoulder with a sigh "Why couldn't you have told us all this yesterday when we were awake?"

Oliver wasn't pleased.

"Now, listen here, you lot," he said, his glower only passing over Callie, who was the only team member fully awake "we should have won the Quidditch cup last year. We're easily the best team. But unfortunately…owing to circumstances beyond our control…"

She rolled her eyes as Harry began to shift guiltily in his seat. He was acting as though defeating Voldemort wasn't more important, even Callie could admit that stopping the 'dark lord' coming to power again held priority over Quidditch.

Oliver took a moment to regain control of himself. Their last defeat was clearly still torturing him. Although Callie supposed she would be upset if she was the captain when Gryffindor suffered its worst defeat in three hundred years.

"So this year, we train harder than ever before…okay, let's go and put our new theories into practice!" Oliver shouted, seizing his broomstick and leading his way out of the locker rooms.

Callie eagerly grabbed her own broomstick and shook Fred awake, laughing at the soft blush that covered his cheeks when he jerked away from her, mumbling apologies. She quickly followed Oliver from the locker room, the rest of the team following stiff-legged and still yawning.

They had been in the locker room so long that the sun was up completely now, although remnants of mist hung over the grass in the stadium. As Callie walked onto the field, she saw Ron and Hermione sitting in the stands. She stared longingly at the toast and marmalade in their laps before mounting her broom and kicking off.

The cool morning air whipped her face and Callie grinned as she closed her eyes in bliss, this had to be the best feeling in the world.

She had missed playing Quidditch so much over the summer. When she opened her eyes again it was to see Fred hovering in the air in front of her, a strange expression on his face.

"What?" She asked worriedly.

Fred mumbled something under his breath. She didn't catch what he said, but she laughed, she was in too good of a mood to pay any mind to her friends weird behaviour at the moment. She soared around the stadium at full speed, racing Harry, Fred and George.

"What's that funny clicking noise?" called Fred as they hurtled around the corner.

Callie frowned as she heard the strange noise too. She looked to the stands. Colin Creevey was sitting in one of the highest seats, his camera raised, and taking picture after picture, the sound strangely magnified in the deserted stadium.

"Look this way, Harry! This way!" he cried shrilly.

"Who's that?" said George.

"No idea," Harry lied, glaring at her as she shot her twin a smirk of amusement, and put on a spurt of speed, clearly trying to get himself as far away from Colin as possible.

"What's going on?" said Oliver, frowning, as he skimmed through the air toward them "Why's that first year taking pictures? I don't like it. He could be a Slytherin spy, trying to find out about our new training program"

"He's in Gryffindor," Callie said.

"And the Slytherins don't need a spy, Oliver" said George.

She frowned at her friend in confusion before following his gaze and grit her teeth in annoyance. Several people in green robes were walking onto the field, broomsticks in their hands. The Slytherin Quidditch team was here.

"What makes you say that?" Oliver asked testily.

"Because they're here in person," Fred said for his twin, pointing.

"I don't believe it!" Oliver hissed in outrage "I booked the field for today! We'll see about this!"

Oliver shot toward the ground, landing rather hard than he meant to in his anger, making him stagger slightly as he dismounted. Callie, Harry, Fred and George followed.

"Flint!" Oliver bellowed at the Slytherin captain "This is our practice time! We got up specially! You can clear off now!"

Marcus Flint was even larger than Oliver.

He had a look of trollish cunning on his face as he replied, "Plenty of room for all of us, Wood"

She scoffed. If those slimy gits were to practice at the same time no doubt they would steal some of their game plans or at least try to hit them with as many 'stray' Bludgers as possible. Angelina and Katie had now come over too. There were no girls on the Slytherin team, so they stood in front of smaller 5th years.

"But I booked the field!" said Oliver, positively spitting with rage "I booked it!"

"Ah," said Flint "But I've got a specially signed not hear from professor Snape. 'I, Professor S. Snape, give the Slytherin team permission to practice on the Quidditch field owing to the need to train their new seeker'"

Callie was about to comment that of course Snape would allow such a thing, but got distracted by the last comment. She frowned. New seeker?"

Oliver seemed to be on the same wavelength as her as he said, distracted, "You've got a new seeker? Where?"

And from behind the six large figures before them came a seventh, smaller boy, smirking all over his pale, pointed face. It was Draco Malfoy. Callie groaned, gritting her teeth in annoyance, of course it had to be that snivelling git.

"Aren't you Lucius Malfoy's son?" said Fred, looking at Malfoy with dislike.

"Funny you should mention Draco's father," said Flint as the whole Slytherin team smiled still more broadly "Let me show you the generous gift he's made to the Slytherin team"

All seven of them held out their broomsticks. Seven highly polished, brand new handles and seven sets of find gold lettering spelling the words Nimbus Two Thousand and One, gleamed under the Gryffindors' noses in the early morningsun,

"Very latest model. Only came out last month" said Flint carelessly, flicking a speck of dust from the end of his own "I believe it outstrips the old Two Thousand series by a considerable amount. As for the old Clean Sweeps-" he smiled nastily at Fred and George, who were both clutching Cleansweep Fives, Callie sneered and moved to take a step toward them, but Harry held her back and she could see Fred doing the same to his own twin "-sweeps the board with them"

None of the Gryffindor team could think of anything to say for the moment. Callie and George were positively fuming with anger at the comment he made with the clear undertone of the Weasley's lack of money. It didn't help her anger one bit when she saw that Malfoy was smirking so broadly that he cold eyes were reduced to slits.

"Oh, look," said Flint "a field invasion"

Ron and Hermione were crossing the grass to see what was going on.

"What's happening?" Ron asked Harry, who still had a firm grip on her arm "Why aren't you playing? And what's he doing here?" he was looking at Malfoy, taking in his Slytherin Quidditch robes.

"I'm the new Slytherin seeker, Weasley" said Malfoy, smugly "Everyone's just been admiring the brooms my father's bought our team"

Ron gaped, open-mouthed, at the seven, although she loathed to admit it due to who they belonged to, superb broomsticks in front of them.

"Good, aren't they?" said Malfoy smoothing "but perhaps the Gryffindor team will be able to raise some gold and get new brooms, too. You could raffle off those Cleansweep Fives; I expect a museum would bid for them"

The Slytherin team howled with laughter. Callie's jaw twitched in anger and she longed to draw her wand, which was talking carefully inside her Quidditch robes, and Fred had to tighten his grip on George to stop him from lunging at the younger boy.

"At least no one of the Gryffindor team had to buy their way in," said Hermione sharply "they got in on pure talent"

The smug look on Malfoy's face flickered and Callie smirked, she had never been prouder to call Hermione Granger her friend.

"No one asked your opinion, you filthy little Mudblood," he spat.

Callie felt an intense rage bubble inside of her and let out a shriek of anger. There was an instant uproar with the others too. Flint had to dive in front of Malfoy to stop Fred and George jumping on him.

"How dare you!" Ron shrieked.

Yanking her arm from her brother's grip, she plunged her hand into her robes, pulled out her wand and yelled, "you'll pay for that one, Malfoy" pointing it furiously under Flint's arm at Malfoy's face.

She quickly hit Malfoy with several hex's so that when she was done he was jumping with donkey ears coming out of his head, the transfiguration having gone slightly haywire in her rage.

"I'll get you for this, Potter!" Malfoy roared as Flint removed the hexes.

Callie rolled her green eyes,"Oh I'm positively shaking in fear!" She said with as much sarcasm as she could manage. After calling Hermione a – a – you-know-what, (Fred and George had explained it to her after she had heard it,) he should be beaten to a bloody pulp.

Ron also seemed to think Malfoy hadn't suffered enough as he turned his own wand on Malfoy, but a loud bang emitted from it and Ron flew backward and landed hard onto the grass.

"Ron! Ron! Are you alright?" squealed Hermione.

Ron opened his mouth to speak, but no words came out. Instead he gave an almighty belch and several slugs dribbled out of his mouth onto his lap.

Callie wrinkled her nose, but her disgust was cut short as she turned to glare fiercely at the Slytherin team. They were paralyzed with laughter. Flint was double up, hanging onto his new broomstick for support. Malfoy was on all fours, banging the ground with his fist. The Gryffindors were gathered around Ron, who kept belching large, glistening slugs. Nobody seemed to want to touch him, Callie among them.

"We'd better get him to Hagrid's, its nearest," said Harry to her and Hermione, the latter nodded bravely and Harry and Hermione pulled Ron up by the arms as Callie began to lead the way to Hagrid's.

"What happened, Harry? What happened? Is he ill? But you can cure him, can't you?" Colin Creevey had run down from his seat and was now dancing alongside them as they left the field.

Callie hurriedly moved out of the way as Ron gave a huge heave and more slugs dribbled down his front.

"Oooh," said Colin, fascinated and raising his camera "Can you old him still, Harry?"

"Get out of the way, Colin!" said Harry angrily, and She didn't blame him from shouting, she could have said something a lot worse to the irritating little first year.

Harry and Hermione supported Ron out of the stadium and across the grounds toward the edge of the forest.

"Nearly there, Ron" said Callie as the gamekeeper's cabin came into view.

"You'll be alright in a minute…" Hermione added reassuringly "almost there…"

They were within twenty feet of Hagrid's house when the front door opened, but it wasn't Hagrid who emerged. Gilderoy Lockhart, wearing robes of pale mauve today, came striding out. She groaned internally.

"Quick, behind here," Harry hissed, Dragging Ron and Callie behind a nearby bush, she didn't put up a fight, Hermione however followed somewhat reluctantly.

"It's a simple matter of knowing what you're doing!" Lockhart was saying loudly to Hagrid "If you need help, you know where I am! I'll let you have a copy of my book. I'm surprised you haven't already got one – I'll sign one tonight and send it over. Well, goodbye!" and he strode away toward the castle.

She scoffed loudly at Lockhart trying to give Hagrid advice. Next he'll be trying to teach McGonagall transfiguration. Oh how she'd love to see him try that. They waited until Lockhart was out of sight before the four of them, Harry still supporting Ron, came out from the bush and went up to Hagrid's front door. Callie and Hermione knocked urgently. A moment later Hagrid appeared, looking very grumpy, but his expression brightened when he saw who it was.

"Bin wonderin' when you'd come ter see me – come in, come in – thought you mighta bin Professor Lockhart back again…"

Callie entered the cabin and situated herself on one of the chairs as Hermione helped Harry support Ron over the threshold into the one roomed cabin, which had an enormous bed in one corner, a fire crackling merrily in the other. Briar wasn't surprised when Hagrid didn't seem perturbed by Ron's slug problem, which Harry had hastily explained as he lowered Ron into a chair.

"Better out than in" Hagrid said cheerfully, plunking a large copper basin in front of Ron "Get em all up, Ron"

"I don't think there's anything to do except wait for it to stop," said Hermione anxiously, watching Ron bend over the basin "That's a difficult curse to work at the best of times, but with a broken wand…"

Hagrid was bustling around making them tea. "So tell me," said Hagrid, jerking his head at Ron "Who was he tryin' ter curse?"

"Malfoy called Hermione something…it must've been really bad, because everyone went wild" Harry explained, while Callie ground her teeth angrily at the very mention of the incident.

"It was bad," said Ron hoarsely, emerging over the table top looking pale and sweaty "Malfoy called her a Mudblood, Hagrid…"

Ron dived out of sight again as a fresh wave of slugs made their appearance. Hagrid looked outraged, and for good reason too.

"He didn'!" he growled at Hermione.

"He did," she said "But I don't know what it means. I could tell it was really rude, of course-"

"It's about the most insulting thing he could think of" Callie growled through gritted teeth, glaring at the wall.

"Mudblood Is a really foul name for someone who is muggle-born – you know, non-magic parents." Gasped Ron, coming back up "There are some wizards – like Malfoy's family, who think they're better than everyone else because they're what people call pureblood." He gave a small burp, and a single slug fell into his outstretched hand; he threw it into the basin and continued, "I mean the rest of us know it doesn't make any difference at all."

"And' they haven't invented a spell our Hermione can' do," said Hagrid proudly, making Hermione go a brilliant shade of magenta.

"It's a disgusting thing to call someone," Callie spat. "It means dirty blood, common blood. It's ridiculous. Most wizards these days are half-blood anyway. If we hadn't married Muggles, we would've died out"

Ron retched and ducked out of sight again.

"Well, I don't; blame ye fer tryin' ter curse him, Ron," Said Hagrid loudly over the thuds of more slugs hitting the basin. "Bu' maybe it was a good thing yer wand backfired. Spect Lucius Malfoy would've come marchin' up ter school if he'd cursed his son. Least yer not in trouble"

Callie decided not to say anything about the fact that she'd actually managed to hex Malfoy or that trouble didn't really come much worse that having slugs pouring out of your mouth. Her twin seemed to be having the exact same thoughts as she was, but when Harry went to say something, he couldn't, Hagrid's treacle fudge (that she knew better than to eat) had cemented his jaw shut.

It was nearly lunchtime and seeing as Callie had nothing to eat since dawn, she was feeling like her stomach would explode from hunger and she was keen to go back to school to eat. They said goodbye to Hagrid and walked back up to the castle, Ron hiccupping occasionally, but only bringing up two very small slugs.

They had barely set foot in the cool entrance hall when a voice rang out, "There you are, Potter, Weasley" McGonagall was walking toward them, looking sternly at Ron and her brother. "you will both do you detentions this evening"

"What're we doing, Professor?" said Ron, nervously suppressing a burp.

"You will be polishing the trophy room with Mr Filch," said McGonagall . "And no magic, Weasley…elbow grease."

Ron gulped. Callie Could certainly see why he had the look of distaste on his face, Argus Filch, the caretaker, was loathed by every student in the school.

"Bad luck, Ron," Callie said sympathetically, patting her brother's best friend on the shoulder "I hate cleaning the trophies, it's so boring…"

McGonagall shot her a stern look and Callie stopped talking.

"And you, Potter, will be helping Professor Lockhart answer his fan mail," she told Harry.

Callie winced. It seemed she had officially heard of a detention worse than the ones with Filch. She would rather be cleaning toilets, let alone trophies, than have to be in close proximity with Lockhart more often than she had to.

It seemed Harry felt the same way as he said desperately, "Oh n…can't I go and do the trophy room, too?"

"Certainly not," said McGonagall,"Professor Lockhart requested you particularly. Eight o'clock sharp, both of you"

Harry and Ron slouched into the Great Hall in states of deepest gloom, meaning Callie's mood instantly began dropping, it was hard to be happy when your twin had such an expression on his face. She and Hermione were behind them, the later wearing a 'well-you-did-break-school-rules' sort of expression that Callie had seen too many times to count.

She did cheer up slightly when she was able to stuff her face with as much delicious food as Hogwarts had to offer.

After dinner, the four of them retired to the common room, Callie playing exploding snap with a still rather gloomy looking Harry as Ron and Hermione sat quietly watching them. She Kept sneaking glances at her only female friend. Hermione was being much quieter than usual, and unlike the boys Callie couldn't see a reason why.

"Filch will have me there all night," said Ron heavily. "No magic! There must be about a hundred cups in that room. I'm no good at Muggle cleaning"

"I'd swap anytime," said Harry hollowly, placing another card on top of the one she had placed "I've had loads of practice with the Dursleys, and Answering Lockhart's fan mail…he'll be a nightmare…"

When Harry finally did exit Lockhart's room, he looked pale and his green eyes were slightly wild. Callie smiled grimly, she was sure she would look the same if she had spent most of the night with Lockhart.

Harry looked around the hall looking for anyone who could over hear and began to tell her everything that had happened in his detention and the strange voice he heard. She paled as she listened to him recount the words '_Come…come to me…let me rip you…Let me tear you…let me kill you…' _

"And Lockhart said he couldn't hear it?" Asked Callie. "Do you think he was lying? But I don't get it…even someone invisible can be heard…" She stated,brows furrowed.
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**CHAPTER 29**

Callie was happily anticipating the Halloween feast. The Great Hall had been decorated with the usual live bats, and Hagrid's vast pumpkins had been carved into lanterns large enough for three men to sit in, and there were rumours that Dumbledore had booked a troupe of dancing skeletons for the entertainment. Callie couldn't wait seeing as she had missed the last Halloween feast.

However, it seemed Harry had other things in mind.

"Are you ready to go, Cal?" Harry asked her as he, Ron and Hermione approached her in the hallway as she was charming all of Flitwick's books to float just high enough that he wouldn't be able to reach them.

She looked at them in confusion.

"What do you mean? The feast isn't for a while yet" she frowned.

"Well, we're going to Nearly Headless Nick's deathday party" Hermione explained and Callie's brows rose so high they were almost in her hair line.

"What? I didn't agree to that" She pointed out.

"Yes, well I did, and I'm seriously regretting the rash promise, but if I have to go, then my twin sister has to suffer with me."

She groaned, but judging from the determined look on Harry's face that was so identical to her own she knew she wouldn't be able to get out of it. So at seven o'clock, Callie, Harry, Ron and Hermione walked straight past the doorway to the packed Great hall, which was glittering invitingly with gold plates and candles, and directed their steps instead towards the dungeons.

She and Ron shared a despairing look as they turned from looking longingly at the Great Hall.

"Why would anyone even want to celebrate the day they died?" grumbled Ron. "Sounds dead depressing to me…"

"Definitely" Callie agreed, a frown marring her usually cheerful face.

"At least you got to have some fun before we came with George stealing the salamander, we were made to do homework" Harry sighed, shooting a glance at Hermione, who harrumphed in annoyance.

"Actually, Harry, that was Fred" Callie corrected absently.

"How do you tell?" asked Hermione incredulously.

Callie shrugged, not entirely sure how to explain, so just said, "I just can."

The passageway leading to Nearly Headless Nick's party had been lined with candles, too, though the effect was far from cheerful: these were long, tin, jet-black tapers, all burning bright blue, casting a dim, ghostly light even over their living faces.

The temperature dropped with every step they took. She and Harry wrapped their arms around each other's waists as they shivered, trying to get warmer. She cringed when she heard what sounded like a thousand fingernails scraping an enormous blackboard.

"Is that supposed to be music?" Ron whispered.

They turned a corner and saw Nearly Headless Nick standing at a doorway hung with black velvet drapes.

"My dear friends," he said mournfully "Welcome, welcome…so pleased you could come…" he swept off his plumed hat and bowed them inside.

It was an incredible sight. The dungeon was full of hundreds of pearly-white, translucent people, mostly drifting around a crowded dance floor, waltzing to the dreadful, quavering sound of thirty musical saws, played by an orchestra on a raised, black-draped platform. A chandelier overhead blazed midnight-blue with a thousand more black candles.

Their breath rose in a mist before them; it was like stepping into a freezer.

"Shall we have a look around?" Harry suggested and Callie nodded, the two of them still huddling together for warmth.

"Careful not to walk through anyone," said Ron nervously, as they set off around the edge of the dance floor.

They passed a group of gloomy nuns, a ragged man wearing chains, and the Fat Friar, a cheerful Hufflepuff ghost, who was talking to a knight with an arrow sticking out of his forehead. Callie wasn't surprised to see that the Bloody Baron, a gaunt, staring Slytherin ghost covered in silver bloodstains, was being given a wide berth by the other ghosts.

"Look, food!" said Ron.

Callie whirled around instantly. On the other side of the dungeon was a long table, also covered in black velvet. The four of them approached it eagerly, but next moment had stopped in their tracks, horrified.

The smell was disgusting. Large, rotten fish were laid on handsome silver platters; cakes, burned charcoal-black, were heaped on salvers; there was a great maggoty haggis, a slab of cheese covered in furry green mould and, in pride of place, an enormous grey cake in the shape of a tombstone, with tar-like icing forming the words: _Sir Nicholas de Mimsy-Porpington died __31st October__, 1492._

"No, why would they do that?" Callie moaned, holding on to her stomach as it twisted in disgust, as Ron nodded in agreement, looking at the ruined food with disappointed eyes.

She frowned as a portly ghost approached the table, crouched low, and walked through it, his mouth held wide so that it passed through one of the stinking salmon.

"Can you taste it if you walk through it?" Harry asked him.

"Almost," said the ghost sadly, and he drifted away.

"I expect they've let it rot to give it a stronger flavour," said Hermione knowledgeably, pinching her nose and leaning closer to look at the putrid haggis.

Callie gagged slightly as the maggots twisted their way around the disgust meat.

"Can we move? I feel sick," said Ron, looking green, and She nodded in agreement as she covered her mouth with her hand to stop herself from hurling.

They had barely turned around, when they saw Nearly Headless Nick now drifted toward them through the crowd.

"Enjoying yourselves?"

"Oh, yes," they lied with equally false smiled.

"Not a bad turnout," said Nearly headless Nick proudly before floating away.

Callie was starving by now and extremely cold. Even huddling next to her brother didn't stop her body from shivering and teeth chattering.

"I can't stand much more of this," Ron mutter, his own teeth chattering, as the orchestra ground back into action and the ghosts swept back onto the dance floor.

"Let's go," Harry agreed.

They backed toward the door, nodding and beaming at anyone who looked at them, and a minute later they were hurrying back up the passageway full of black candles.

"Pudding might not be finished yet," said Ron hopefully, leading the way toward the steps to the entrance hall.

Callie stopped. There was a voice, it was quiet, but it was their.

"Harry, do you...hear that? She whispered with a confused frown. Her brother nodded solemnly and looked around.

Callie looked around too, but couldn't see anything out of the ordinary.

"Callie, what're you-?" Hermione started to ask, but he cut her off.

"It's that voice again – shut up a minute-"

She listened as hard as she could, "..._Kill...must attack...kill..."_

She gulped and shared a look with her twin. Ron and Hermione, however, seemed to not be hearing anything.

Harry and Callie suddenly pulled away from the wall. "This way," he shouted and he began to run up the stairs and into the entrance hall.

Callie was right on his heels. Ron and Hermione hurriedly followed Them anyways. She attempted to listen again, but now all she could hear was the babble of talk from the Halloween feast echoing out of the Great hall.

Harry was now sprinting up the marble staircase to the first floor and Callie, Ron and Hermione clattered after him.

"Harry, what're we-"

"SHH!"

"It's going to kill someone!" Callie shouted.

Ron and Hermione stared at her brother in bewilderment. She and Harry ran up the next flight of stairs three at a time so that The others had to scurry after them. Callie and Harry ran around the whole of the second floor, before they finally stopped, panting, at a deserted passage.

"Harry, what was all that about?" said Ron, wiping sweat of his face.

"Yeah" Hermione nodded, clutching a stitch in her side, "I didn't hear a thing"

But Callie gave a sudden gasp, pointing down the corridor.

"Look!"

Something was shining on the wall ahead. They approached slowly, squinting through the darkness. Foot-high words had been daubed on the wall between two windows, shimmering in the light cast by the flaming torches:

_The Chamber of Secrets had been opened. Enemies of the heir, beware._

Callie looked at the words, biting her lip. The Chamber of Secrets? It sounded vaguely familiar. She could vaguely recall a section on it in _Hogwarts: A History_, but she just couldn't place what it was about.

"What's that thing – hanging underneath?" said Ron, a slight quiver in his voice.

As they edge nearer, Callie had to steady as she almost slipped – there was a large puddle of water on the floor. They inched toward the message, eyes fixed upon a dark shadow beneath it. All four of them realized what it was at once, and let backward with a splash…Mrs Norris, the caretaker's cat, was hanging by her tail from the torch bracket. She was stiff as a board, her eyes wide and staring.

For a few seconds, they didn't move.

"We shouldn't be here" Callie said finally.

"Let's get out of here" Ron added in agreement.

"Shouldn't we try and help-" Harry began awkwardly.

"Trust us," said Ron, gesturing to himself and Hermione, who was nodding and already backing away, "we don't want to be found here"

But it was too late. A rumble, as though of distant thunder, told them that the feast had just ended. From either end of the corridor where they stood came the sound of hundreds of feet climbing the stairs, and the loud, happy talk of well-fed people; next moment students were crashing into the passage from both ends.

The chatter, the bustle, the noise died suddenly as the people in front spotted the handing cat.

Callie, Harry, Ron and Hermione stood alone, in the middle of the corridor, as silence fell among the mass of students pressing forward to see the grisly sight.

Then someone shouted through the quiet.

"Enemies of the heir beware! You'll be next, Mudbloods!"

Callie glared in the direction of the voice, and of course it was none other than Draco Malfoy. He had pushed to the front of the crowd, his cold eyes alive, his usually bloodless face flushed, as he grinned at the sight of the hanging, immobile cat.
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**CHAPTER 30**

Filch along with an assortment of teachers made Callie step closer to Harry.

"Come with me Argus, You to Miss Granger, Potter and Mr Potter and Weasley if you will." Said Dumbledore with no trace of accusation in his voice, nevertheless Callie felt a guilty look creep across her face. They followed the Headmaster to Professor Lockhart's office in silence, with the exception of Filch's retching sobs.

When they arrived at the office Lockhart began a long speech about the exact way in which he thought Mrs Norris had died which was interrupted by Professor Dumbledore informing Filch that Mrs Norris had been petrified and was not dead.

"It was him! He did it! He knows I'm a squib!" Screamed Filch pointing a shaking finger at Harry.

"I didn't do anything ... and I don't even know what a squib is!" Said Harry hotly.

"No second year could have done this Argus." Came Dumbledore's calm voice.

"Perhaps Miss Potter can shed some light on the situation; get herself and her friends out of an awkward situation. What happened, Miss Potter?" said Lockhart excitedly staring at Callie.

She nodded and launched into an explanation about the Death Day party, "…there were hundreds of ghosts, they'll tell you we were there-"

"But why not join the feast afterward?" said Snape, his black eyes glittering in the candlelight "why go up that corridor?"

Callie's green eyes narrowed and his upper lip pulled up in a snarl. She was starting to get extremely annoyed at the greasy old professor.

Professor Dumbledore was giving the four of them a searching look. His twinkling light-blue gaze made her feel as though he was reading her every thought.

"Innocent until proven guilty, Severus," he said firmly.

Filch looked furious. So did Snape, even more so when Harry shot him a smirk, his green eyes shining meanly.

"My cat has been petrified!" Filch shrieked, his eyes popping. "I want to see some punishment!"

"We will be able to cure her, Argus," said Dumbledore patiently. "Professor Sprout recently managed to procure some Mandrakes. As soon as they have reached their full size, I will have a potion made that will revive Mrs Norris"

"I'll make it," Lockhart butted in. "I must have done it a hundred times. I could whip up a Mandrake Restorative Draught in my sleep-"

"Excuse me," said Snape icily "but I believe I am the Potions Master at this school"

There was a very awkward pause, but Dumbledore broke it-

"You may go," He said to Callie, Harry, Ron and Hermione.

They went as quickly as they could without actually running. When they were a floor up from Lockhart's office, they turned into an empty classroom and closed the door quietly behind them.

"D'you think I should have told them about that voice We heard?" Harry asked, squinting at their faces through the darkness.

"No," said Ron without hesitation. "Hearing voices no one else can hear isn't a good sign, even in the wizarding world" Callie shared a wary glance with her brother.

"You do believe us, don't you?" Harry asked.

"Of course we do, Harry" Hermione cut in. "It's just, what would they have done if you told them you followed a strange voice to the scene of the crime? They'd have you checked into St Mungo's"

Ron nodded quickly in agreement.

"You must admit it's weird…" he added.

"I know it's weird," said Callie. "the whole things weird. What was that writing on the wall about? The Chamber had been opened…what's that supposed to mean?"

"You know, it rings a sort of bell," said Ron slowly "I think someone told me a story about a secret chamber at Hogwarts once…might've been Bill…"

"Yeah, I think I read about it," Callie nodded in agreement, her brows pinched together as she desperately tried to remember "it was an old legend of some sort," She shook her head.

A clock chimed somewhere.

"Midnight," said Harry. "We'd better go get to bed before Snape comes along and tries to frame us for something else"

"I wouldn't put it past him,"Callie grumbled as they made their way up to the common room.

When they finally got up to Gryffindor tower, She found that Fred and George were awaiting them.

"That was awful" Callie moaned.

She moved to sit next to George, missing the small narrowing of Fred's blue eyes.

"What happened?" George asked hurriedly.

"There's been all types of rumours"

"Yeah, people are saying you and Harry killed Mrs Norris. Merlin, I hope that's true" Fred added with a small smirk that Callie couldn't help but return.

She and Harry then began to explain to them about the Death Day party and how they stumbled upon the writing on the wall and the petrified Mrs Norris, (she left out the part about Her and Harry hearing voices) and how Snape was trying desperately to blame them.

"Wow." Fred and George breathed.

"It's always you four isn't it?" George said, looking down on her fondly.

She cracked a smile and shoved him slightly.

"Come on Callie, we need to go to bed," Hermione said as she stifled a yawn.

For a few days, the school could talk of little else but the attack on Mrs Norris. Filch kept it fresh in everyone's minds by pacing the spot where she had been attacked, as though he thought the attacker might come back.

The attack had had an effect on Hermione. It was quite usual for Hermione to spend a lot of time reading, but she was now doing almost nothing else and she wouldn't tell Callie, Harry or Ron what she was up to.

It wasn't until Wednesday when the three of them actually found out.

Callie was lounging in the library sitting next to Neville, and was leaning on him slight,feeling extremely bored with doing homework. She jumped slightly when a roll of toilet paper was slammed down in front of her and Neville. Looking up with startled eyes, she was met by a grinning Fred and George sitting down in front of the two of them.

"Why are you giving us toilet paper?" Neville asked, looking up from his Care of Magical creature homework to shoot the twins a questioning look.

Fred and George shared a glance before sighing, as though disappointed with the fact that she and Neville didn't know already.

"Because-" George started in a voice that said it should be obvious.

"-We helped Peeves steal all the toilet paper in the castle" Fred finished.

"Why?" Callie asked with snort of amusement.

Fred and George shared another glance before turning to her and Neville with a shrug.

"We were bored" her two friends said simultaneously.

Callie laughed, shaking her head fondly, turning back glance at Neville's work.

She grabbed the feathered quill from Neville's hand, making her look up at her in shock. She leaned in front of him,her arm resting on his leg, as she fixed an error on his transfiguration essay. A sound of someone clearing their throat made her sit back suddenly and she looked at Fred questioningly, who actually seemed surprised at himself for the sound, the tips of his ears turning red.

"Is that transfiguration homework?" George suddenly blurted, looking down at the parchment and distracting Callie from looking at Fred weirdly as he avoided her eyes.

George's words seemed to finally capture Fred's attention.

"We had homework, Merlin's pants!" Fred exclaimed and the twins scrambled to pull their text books, parchment, quill and ink from their bags.

"And that's my cue to leave" Callie said, hugging Neville slightly before she left n

The three boys waved dismissively as they focused on scribbling down answers. Callie sighed, walking over to Harry who had just sat down next to Ron.

When she plopped down next to the pair she noticed that Ron was measuring his History of magic homework that Callie had finished a few days ago. Professor Binns had asked for a three foot long compositions on '_the Medieval Assembly of European Wizards'._

"I don't believe it, I'm still eight inches short…" said Ron furiously, letting go of his parchment, which sprang back into a roll. "and Hermione's done four feet seven inches and her writing's tiny"

"Well, she's Hermione" Callie said, feeling that explained everything, and Ron and Harry nodded in agreement.

"Where is she, anyway?" asked Harry, grabbing the tape measure and unrolling his own homework.

"Somewhere over there," said Ron, pointing along the shelves. "Looking for another book. I think she's trying to read the whole library before Christmas."

Harry then began to tell her and Ron about Justin Finch-Fletchley running away from him in the hallway.

"Dunno why you care." Said Ron scribbling away, making his writing as large as possible.

"Yeah, I thought he was a bit of an idiot to be honest. Sprouting all that rubbish about Lockhart being so great" Callie said with a careless shrug.

Hermione emerged from between the bookshelves. She looked irritable and at last seemed ready to talk to them.

"Everything useful has been taken out," she said, sitting down next to her, Harry and Ron. "And there's a waiting list."

"Why do you even want more books?" Ron muttered.

Hermione looked over at him,"Well to read up on the chamber of secrets of course..."
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**CHAPTER 31**

Ron and Hermione led the way to History of Magic, bickering. History of Magic was the subject on their schedule, the only lesson she liked more than it was Charms and transfiguration and that's because she was good at them. Professor Binns, who taught it, was their only ghost teacher.

Ancient and shrivelled, many people said Binns hadn't noticed he was dead. He had simply got up to teach on day and left his body behind him in an armchair in front of the staff room fire; his routine had not varied in the slightest since.

Professor Binns, glancing up in the middle of a deadly dull lecture on the International Warlock Convention of 1289, looked amazed.

"Miss – err -?"

"Granger, Professor. I was wondering if you could tell us anything about the Chamber of Secrets," said Hermione in a clear voice, making Callie jump in surprise.

Dean Thomas, who had been sitting with his mouth hanging open, gazing out of the window, jerked out of his trance; Lavender Brown's head came up off her arms and Neville's elbow slipped off his desk.

Professor Binns blinked.

"My subject is History of Magic," he said in his dry, wheezy voice. "I deal with facts, Miss Granger, not myths and legends." He cleared his throat with a small noise and continued, "In September of that year, a subcommittee of Sardinian sorcerers…"

He stuttered to a halt. Hermione's hand was waving in the air again.

"Miss Granger?"

"Please, sir, don't legends always have a basis in fact?"

Professor Binns was looking at her in such amazement that Callie was sure no student had ever interrupted him before, alive or dead.

"Well," said Professor Binns slowly, "yes, one could argue that, I suppose." He peered at Hermione as though he had never seen a student properly before. "However, the legend of which you speak is such a very sensational, even ludicrous tale-"

But the whole class was now hanging on Professor Binns' every word. He looked dimly at them all, every face turned to his.

"Oh, very well," he said slowly. "Let me see…the Chamber of Secrets…you all know, of course, that Hogwarts was founded over a thousand years ago – by the four greatest witches and wizards of the age. The four school houses are named after them: Godric Gryffindor, Helga Hufflepuff, Rowena Ravenclaw, and Salazar Slytherin. They built this castle together, far from prying Muggle eyes, for it was an age when magic was feared by common people, and witches and wizards suffered much persecution."

He paused, gazed blearily around the room, and continued.

"For a few years, the founders worked in harmony together, seeking out youngsters who showed signs of magic and bringing them to the castle to be educated. But then disagreements sprang up between them. A rift began to grow between Slytherin and the others. Slytherin wished to be more selective about the students admitted to Hogwarts. He believed that magical learning should be kept within all-magic families. He disliked taking students of Muggle parentage, believing them to be untrustworthy. After a while, there was a serious argument on the subject between Slytherin and Gryffindor, and Slytherin left the school"

Professor Binns paused again, pursing his lips, looking like a wrinkled old tortoise.

"Reliable historical sources tell us this much," he said. "But there honest facts have been obscured by the fanciful legend of the Chamber of Secrets. The story goes that Slytherin had built a hidden chamber in the castle, of which the other founders knew nothing. Slytherin, according to legend, sealed the Chamber of Secrets so that none would be able to open it until his own true heir arrived at the school. The heir alone would be able to unseal the Chamber of Secrets, unleash the horror within, and use it to purge the school of all who were unworthy to study magic"

There was a silence as he finished telling the story, but it wasn't the usual sleepy silence that filled Professor Binns' classes. There was more unease in the air as everyone continued to watching him, hoping for more.

Professor Binns looked faintly annoyed.

"the whole thing is arrant nonsense, of course," he said. "Naturally, the school has been searched for evidence of such a chamber, many times, by the most learned witches and wizards. It does not exist. A tale told to frighten the gullible"

Callie decided she must be gullible then, because she could easily picture the chamber being real, only to opened by the heir and now it was. But what monster was inside the chamber? She was missing something, she knew she was, but what was it?

Hermione's hand was back in the air.

"Sir – what exactly do you mean by the 'horror within' the chamber?"

"That is believed to be some sort of monster, which the heir of Slytherin alone could control," said Professor Binns in his dry, reedy voice.

Callie shared a nervous look with Harry before looking down at her desk with a frown. What was she missing? She could feel it niggling at the back of her mind. Something that linked the monster to the strange things she had noticed, something that linked Slytherin to it all. But what?

The cogs in her mind were turning furiously but is felt as though she was staring at a muggle jigsaw that had half the piece missing.

"I tell you, the thing does not exist," said Professor Binns, shuffling his notes "there is no chamber and no monster"

"But, sir," said Seamus Finnigan, "if the Chamber can only be opened by Slytherin's true heir, no one else would be able to find it, would they?"

"Nonsense, O'Flaherty," said Professor Binns in an aggravated tone. "If a long succession of Hogwarts headmasters and headmistresses haven't found the thing-"

"But, Professor," piped up Parvati Patil, "you'd probably have to use Dark Magic to open it-"

"Just because a wizard doesn't use Dark Magic doesn't mean he can't, Miss Pennyfeather," snapped Professor Binns. "I repeat, if the likes of Dumbledore-"

"But you've got to be related to Slytherin, so Dumbledore couldn't-" began Dean Thomas, but Professor Binns had had enough.

"That will do," he said sharply. "It is a myth! It does not exist! There is not a shred of evidence that Slytherin ever built so much as a secret broom cupboard! I regret telling you such a foolish story! We will return, if you please, to history, to solid, believable, verifiable fact!"

And within five minutes, the class had sunk back into its usual torpor.

"I always knew Salazar Slytherin was a twisted old loony," Ron told Callie, Harry and Hermione as they fought their way through the teeming corridors at the end of the lesson to drop off their bags before dinner. "but I never knew he started all this pure-blood stuff. I wouldn't be in his house if you paid me. honestly, if the sorting hat tried to put me in Slytherin, I'd have got the train straight back home…"

Hermione and Callie nodded fervently.

She glanced at Harry from the corner of her eyes. She knew that the sorting hat had in fact tried to put him in Slytherin, he had confided that in her, but Hermione and Ron knew nothing of it.

"What I don't understand," Callie cut in, changing the subject on behalf of her twin "is that the Slytherin line supposedly died out. I mean, all the pureblood families are related somehow, but there hasn't been any sign of the direct line in about seventy years or so…"

The others frowned in thought at that.

That night Callie was sitting with Harry, Ron and Hermione, who had chosen seats as far away as possible from Percy from some reason, and she was quieter than usual, getting more and more annoyed with that tickling at the back of her brain telling her that she should know what's going on.

Ron was also in a very bad temper and kept blotting his charms homework. When he reached absently for his wand to remove the smudges, it ignited the parchment. Fuming almost as much his homework, Ron slammed The Standard Book of Spells, Grade 2 shut.

She shared a surprised look with Harry when Hermione followed suit.

"Who can it be, though?" she said in a quiet voice, as though continuing a conversation they had just been having. "Who'd want to frighten all the squibs and muggle-borns out of Hogwarts?"

"Let's think," said Ron in mock puzzlement. "who do we know who thinks muggle-borns are scum?"

Ron looked at Hermione. Hermione looked back, unconvinced.

"If you're talking about Malfoy-"

"Of course I am!" said Ron "you heard him – 'you'll be next Mudbloods!' – come on, you've only got to look at his foul rat face to know it's him-"

She frowned. She thought that Malfoy would probably be bragging a lot more if he was the heir of Slytherin, but then she supposed that the guess was as good as any. The Malfoys have always been in Slytherin and supported Voldemort.

"Malfoy, the heir of Slytherin?" said Hermione skeptically.

"Look at his family," said Harry as he and Callie closed their books too.

"The whole lot of them have been in Slytherin; he's always boasting about it" She continued for Harry.

"They could easily be Slytherin's descendants. His father's definitely evil enough" Harry finished with a nod.

"They could've have the key to the Chamber of Secrets for centuries!" said Ron "handing it down, father to son…"

Callie frowned, something about the word 'key' didn't sit right with her. If it had to be Slytherin's heir, how would a key insure that? It could easily be stolen. It would have to be something only Slytherin and his heir would have, but what? She was missing something! It was all right in front of her, she felt like she was just going in circles.

"Well," said Hermione cautiously, "I suppose it's possible…"

"But how do we prove it?" said Harry darkly.

"There might be a way," said Hermione slowly, dropping her voice still further with a quick glance across the room at Percy. "Of course it would be difficult. And dangerous, very dangerous. We'd be breaking about fifty school rules, I expect-"

"If, in a month or so, you feel like explaining, you will let us know, won't you?" said Ron irritably.

"All right," said Hermione coldly. "what we'd need to do is get inside the Slytherin common room and ask Malfoy a few questions without him realizing it's us"

"But that's impossible," Harry said as Ron laughed.

"We could use the invisibility cloak" Callie pointed out, making the boys frown in thought.

"No, that's not what I meant," said Hermione "all we'd need would be some Polyjuice Potion"

Callie's brows rose in shock. Hermione was talking about brewing an extremely difficult potion, taking it and pretending to be someone else to sneak in the Slytherin common room.

"What's that?" said Ron and Harry together making Callie roll her eyes.

"Snape mentioned it in class a few weeks ago-"

"D'you think we've got nothing better to do in Potions than listen to Snape?" muttered Ron, making Callie and Harry share an amused look.

"It transforms you into somebody else. Think about it! We could change into three of the Slytherins. No one would know it was us. Malfoy would probably tell us anything. He's probably boasting about it in the common room right now, if only we could hear him" Hermione said with a look of excitement.

"This Polyjuice stuff sounds a bit dodgy to me," said Ron, frowning. "What if we were stuck looking like three of the Slytherins forever?"

"Well, it's lucky for us that it wears off after a while, isn't it?" Callie said, shuddering at the very thought of being stuck as a Slytherin.

"Getting a hold of the recipe will be very difficult." Hermione said, "Snape said it was in a book called Moste Potente Potions and it's bound to be in the Restricted section of the library"

She frowned again. There was only one way to get a book from the Restricted Section: you needed a signed note of permission from a teacher.

"It's hard to come with an excuse as to why we would want the book, none of the teachers would go for it, definitely not for me of all people" Harry said thoughtfully.

"Yeah, not if we weren't going to try and make one of the potions" Ron nodded in agreement.

"I think," said Hermione, "that if we made it sound as though we were just interested in the theory, we might stand a chance…"

"Oh, come on, no teacher's going to fall for that, said Ron. "They'd have to be really thick…"

Callie's head snapped up sharply, her green eyes meeting her twins, both of them seeming to come to the same conclusion at the same time. They did know a Professor that could sign the permission slip and boy was he thick…
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After the problems with the pixies, Professor Lockhart had not brought live creatures to class. Instead, he read passages from his books to them, and sometimes re-enacted some of the more dramatic bits. He usually picked Harry to help with these reconstructions; so far, Harry had been forced to play a simple Transylvanian villager who Lockhart had cured of a Babbling Curse, a yeti with a head cold, and a vampire who had been unable to eat anything except lettuce since Lockhart had dealt with him.

Despite the fact that it often put Harry in an irritable mood, Callie found the lessons highly entertaining.

During their very next Defence Against the Dark Arts lesson, She was hauled to the front of the class with Harry. This time Harry would be playing a werewolf, while She was playing the terrified victim.

"Nice loud, howl, Harry" Lockhart told her brother.

Harry grit his teeth but tipped his head back and let out a terrible howl, it sounded like a cat under a tickling charm. She bit back her laugh.

"Right, now, Callie, act scared" Lockhart said.

She took a deep breath and they donned an utter look of terror, screaming "Help! Help! A Werewolf is going to get me! if only there was a dim-witted wizard around to help me!" she then put her hand to her forehead and pretended to faint from fear.

The class let out a huge laugh and even Harry's lips twitched. Professor Lockhart frowned but must have decided to pass over it.

"And then, if you believe it, I pounced – like this – slammed him to the floor- thus with one hand, I managed to hold him down – with my other, I put my wand to his throat – I then screwed up my remaining strength and performed the immensely complex Homorphus Charm – he let out a piteous moan – go one, Harry – higher than that – good – the fur vanished – the fangs shrank – and he turned back into a man. Simple, yet effective – and another village will remember me forever as the hero who delivered them from the monthly terror of werewolf attacks"

As she and Harry clambered to their feet and returned to their seats, Callie rolled her eyes.

The bell rang as Lockhart got to his feet.

"Homework – compose a poem about my defeat of the Wagga Wagga Werewolf! Signed copies of Magical Me to the author of the best one!"

She sighed in annoyance. A poem? Really? There was something seriously wrong with that man. She was sure if they continued to get DADA professor's like him she would never learn anything ever.

The class began to leave, but Callie, Harry, Ron and Hermione waited at the back of the room.

"Ready?" Harry muttered.

"Wait 'till everyone's gone," said Hermione nervously. "All right…"

She approached Lockhart's desk, a piece of paper clutched tightly in her hand, Callie, Harry and Ron right behind her.

"Err – Professor Lockhart?" Hermione stammered. "I wanted to – to get this book out of the library. Just for background reading." She held out the piece of paper, her hand shaking slightly. "But the thing is, it's in the Restricted Section of the library, so I need a teacher to sign for it – I'm sure it would help me understand what you say in Gadding with Ghouls about slow-acting venoms"

"Ah, Gadding with Ghouls!" said Lockhart, taking the note from Hermione and smiling widely at her. "Possibly my very favourite book. You enjoyed it?"

"Oh, yes," said Hermione eagerly. "So clever, the way you trapped that last one with the tea-strainer-"

"Well, I'm sure no one will mind me giving the best student of the year a little extra help," said Lockhart warmly, and he pulled out an enormous peacock quill. "Yes, nice, isn't it?" he said, misreading the revolted look on Callie's, Harry's, and Ron's faces. "I usually save it for book-signings"

He scrawled an enormous loopy signature on the note and handed it back to Hermione.

"So, Harry," said Lockhart, while Hermione folded the note with fumbling fingers and slipped it into her bag. "Tomorrow's the first Quidditch match of the season, I believe? Gryffindor against Slytherin is it not? I hear you're a useful player. I was a seeker, too. I was asked to try for the National Squad, but preferred to dedicate my life to eradication of the Dark Forces. Still, if I ever feel the need for a little private training, don't hesitate to ask. Always happy to pass on my expertise to less able players…"

Callie and Harry both made an indistinct noise in their throats and shared a disbelieving look. They hurried off after Ron and Hermione, eager to leave Lockhart.

"I don't believe it," Harry said as the three of them examine the signature on the note. "He didn't even look at the book we wanted"

"That's because he's a brainless git that will sign anything that is put in front of him" Ron said, rolling his eyes.

"But who cares," added Callie, "we've got what we needed-"

"He is not a brainless git," said Hermione shrilly as they half Ran toward the library.

"Hermione, he thinks he's better at Quidditch than Harry, there's clearly something wrong with him" Ron protested.

"Just because he said you were the best student of the year-" began Callie.

They dropped their voices as they entered the muffled stillness of the library. Madam Pince, the librarian, was a thin, irritable woman who looked like an underfed vulture.

"Moste Potente Potions?" she repeated suspiciously, trying to take the note from Hermione, but Hermione wouldn't let go.

"I was wondering if I could keep it," she said breathlessly making Callie and Harry share a vaguely irritated look.

"Oh, come on," said Ron, wrenching it from her grasp and thrusting it at Madam Pince. "We'll get you another autograph. Lockhart'll sign anything if it stands still long enough"

Madam Pince held the note up to the light, as though determined to detect forgery, but it passed the test. She stalked away between the loft shelves and returned several minutes later carrying a large and mouldy-looking book. Hermione put it carefully into her bag and they left, trying not to walk too quickly or look too guilty.

Five minutes later, they were barricaded in Moaning Myrtle's out-of- order bathroom once again. Hermione had overridden Ron's objections by pointing out that it was the last place anyone in their right minds would go, so they were guaranteed some privacy. Moaning Myrtle was crying noisily in her stall, but they were ignoring her, and she them.

Hermione opened Moste Potente Potions carefully, and the four of them bent over the damp-spotted pages. It was clear from a glance why it belonged in the Restricted Section. Some of the potions had effects almost too gruesome to think about, and there were some very unpleasant illustrations, which included a man who seemed to have been turned inside out and a witch sprouting several extra pairs of arms out of her head.

"Here it is," said Hermione excitedly as she found the page headed The Polyjuice Potion.

It was decorated with drawings of people halfway through transforming into other people. She and Harry shared a worried glance, sincerely hoping the artist had imagined the looks of intense pain on their faces.

"This is the most complicated potion I've ever seen," said Hermione and Callie nodded in agreement, feeling rather overwhelmed as she scanned the recipe "Lacewing flies, leeches, fluxweed, and knotgrass," she murmured, running her finger down the long list of ingredients. "Well, they're easy enough, they're in the student store cupboard, we can help ourselves…oooh, look, powdered horn of a bicorn – don't know where we're going to get that – shredded skin of a boomslang – that'll be tricky, too, and of course a bit of whoever we want to change into"

"Excuse me?" said Ron sharply. "What d'you mean, a bit of whoever we're changing into? I'm drinking nothing with Crabbe's toenails in it-"

"Yeah" Callie added, feeling slightly nauseous. "I'm all for breaking the rules, but I'd rather not drink something in any way related to Parkinson."

Hermione continued as though she hadn't heard them.

"We don't have to worry about that yet though, because we add those bits last…"

She shared a shocked and disgusted look with Ron, not at all liking the idea of consuming a potion with bits of Slytherin in it. It would probably taste worse than that time when George dared her to eat a mouthful of Bertie Botts Every Flavour beans at once.

"D'you realise how much we're going to have to steal, Hermione? Shredded skin of a boomslang, that's definitely not in the students' cupboard. What're we going to do, break into Snape's private stores? I don't know if this is a good idea…" Harry said worriedly, glancing over the book in Hermione's arms.

Hermione shut the book with a snap. "If you two are going to chicken out, fine. I don't want to break rules, you know. I think threatening Muggle-borns is far worse than brewing up a difficult position. But I you don't want to find out it's Malfoy, I'll go straight to Madam Pince now and hand the book back in-"

"I never thought I'd see the day when you'd be persuading us to break rules," said Ron. "All right, we'll do it. But not toenails, okay?"

"How long will it take to make, anyway?" said Callie as Hermione, looking happier, opened the book again.

"Well, since the fluxweed has got to be picked at the full moon and the lacewings have to be stewed for twenty-one days...I'd say it's be ready in about a month, if we can get all the ingredients."

"A month?" said Ron. "Malfoy could have attacked half the Muggle-borns in the school by then!"

"I know" she sighed, glancing at Hermione worriedly "but It's the best plan we've got short of storming up to Malfoy and demand him to tell us if he's the heir"

"I suppose. Full steam ahead then I guess" Ron said, but by the way he glanced at Hermione she had the feeling he only did it to appease their bushy haired friend.

Her feeling was confirmed a second later.

While Hermione was checking that the coast was clear for them to leave the bathroom, Ron muttered to her and Harry, "It'll be a lot less hassle if one of you can just knock Malfoy off his broom tomorrow."
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She woke early on Saturday morning and hopped to her feet to got to the bathroom immediately.

She met Fred and George in the common room and they made their way down to the Great Hall together. When they got there is was to see the red of the Gryffindor team huddled at the end of the long, empty table, all looking uptight and not speaking much.

Callie shared a glance with the twins.

"What's up with you lot?" Fred asked as the they sat down, Callie opposite him and George next to Harry.

"We're about to go up against the fastest racing brooms gold can buy" Harry replied forlornly and the rest of the team grunted in agreement.

"Do you people have no faith?" George faux gasped.

"Yeah, they may have faster broom, but come on, our team is way better. What sort of team could it be when the seeker is only on the team because of his rich daddy?" Callie asked, rolling her eyes.

The rest of the team didn't seem to be thinking on the same lines as her and the twins, not cheering up at all at their words. She shared a shrug with the twins before she began to pile food on her plate to eat.

As eleven o'clock approached, the whole school started to make its way down to the Quidditch stadium. It was a muggy sort of day with a hint of thunder in the air. It wasn't the best Quidditch conditions, but She didn't mind.

Ron and Hermione came hurrying over to wish her and Harry good luck as they entered they entered the locker rooms.

Once in the locker room, the team pulled on their scarlet Gryffindor robes, then sat down to listen to Oliver's usual pre-match pep talk.

"Slytherin has better brooms than us," he began. "No point denying it. But we've got better people on our brooms. We've trained harder than they have, we've been flying in all weathers-"

"Too true," George muttered to her and Fred "I haven't been properly dry since August"

"-And we're going to make them rue the day they let that little bit of slime, Malfoy, buy his way onto their team." Chest heaving with emotion, Oliver turned to Harry, "it'll be down to you, Harry, to show them that a seeker had to have something more than a rich father. Get to that snitch before Malfoy or die trying, Harry, because we've got to win today, we've got to"

"So no pressure, Harry" said Fred, winking at her twin and She chuckled.

She smiled as they walked onto the pitch. A roar of noise greeted them; mainly cheers, because Ravenclaw and Hufflepuff were anxious to see Slytherin beaten, but the Slytherins in the crowd made their boos and hisses heard too.

Madam Hooch, the Quidditch teacher, asked Flint and Oliver to shake hands, which they did, giving each other threatening stares and gripping rather harder than was necessary.

"On my whistle," said Madam Hooch. "Three…two…one…"

With a roar from the crowd to speed them upward, the fourteen players rose toward the leaden sky. Callie flew forward and snatched the Quaffle as soon as it was released and passed to Katie before speeding up the pitch, dodging other players.

They had practiced this and She grinned triumphantly as she threw the Quaffle and the Slytherin Keeper missed it.

Slytherin was in possession now, Callie and her fellow chasers tried to keep up in order to get the Quaffle off of them, but they were unable to catch up with the superior brooms. The Slytherins scored again…and again…and again. She ran a hand through her hair in frustration as Montague easily snatched the Quaffle from her and sped it in the opposite direction.

"Slytherin lead, sixty points to ten" Lee's voice was booming as he commentated.

She shared and annoyed look with Angelina before the pair of them sped forward to guard the two Slytherin chasers as Katie sped after Montague and the Quaffle. Katie finally managed to get the Quaffle from the Slytherins and immediately passed it to Callie.

She and Angelina kept passing to each other as they sped down the field to stop the Slytherins from intercepting, but just as Angelina was about to score, a Bludger sped towards her and she dropped the Quaffle right into a Slytherins waiting arms as she swerved to avoid getting hit.

She only stopped flying when Madam Hooch's whistle rang out: Oliver had called for a time out. Callie, Katie and Angelina dived for the ground and rushed over to where the rest of the team was waiting.

The Gryffindor team huddled together, while Slytherins in the crowd jeered.

"What's going on?" said Oliver. "We're being flattened."

"Yeah, we've noticed, Oliver." Callie snapped in annoyance.

"We can't keep up with those brooms. They're too fast. Every time they get the Quaffle they move fast enough to intercept" Katie said, slightly breathless.

Oliver shook his head.

"Fred, George, where were you when that Bludger stopped Angelina scoring?" Oliver asked the twins, who looked affronted at the question.

"We were twenty feet above her, stopping the other Bludger from murdering Harry, Oliver," said George angrily.

"What?!" Callie exclaimed, looking over to her twin, relieved to see that other than being flushed and breathless he was otherwise okay.

"Yeah, someone's fixed it – it won't leave Harry alone. it hasn't gone for anyone else all game. The Slytherins must have done something to it" George explained, his tone just as angry as before.

Those slimy snakes, leave it to those sneaky gits to do something like that.

"But the Bludgers have been locked in Madam Hooch's office since our last practice, and there was nothing wrong with them then…" said Oliver anxiously.

Madam Hooch was walking toward them. Over her shoulder, She could see the Slytherin team jeering and pointing in Harry's direction. Callie glared, her green eyes flashing and sent an obscene gesture in their direction. They were lucky she didn't have her wand or they would barely even be able to move when she hexed them.

"Listen," said Harry as Madam Hooch came nearer and nearer, "with you two flying around me all the time the only way I'm going to catch the Snitch is if it flies up my sleeve. Go back to the rest of the team and let me deal with the rogue one"

"Don't be thick," scoffed Fred and Callie nodded quickly in agreement. "It'll take your head odd."

Oliver was looking from Harry to the Weasleys.

"Oliver, don't you dare. If my twin gets hurt because of you I swear to Merlin…" Callie said warningly, pointing a threatening finger in the captain's face.

Oliver looked at Callie anxiously, but didn't look convinced.

"She's right. Oliver, this is insane!" Katie Bell said angrily. "You can't let Harry deal with that thing on his own. Let's ask for an inquiry-"

"If we stop now, we'll have to forfeit the match!" said Harry. "And we're not losing to Slytherin just because of a crazy Bludger! Come on, Oliver, tell them to leave me alone!"

She shook her head, running a hand through her hair. She wanted to win the game but Harry meant more than that.

"This is your fault," George said angrily to Wood. "'Get the snitch or die trying,' what a stupid thing to tell him-"

Madam Hooch had joined them.

"Ready to resume play?" she asked Oliver.

Oliver looked at the determined look on Harry's face and She sighed in annoyance, knowing exactly what was about to happen.

"All right," he said. "Fred, George, you heard Harry – leave him alone and let him deal with the Bludger on his own."

When the rest of the team moved away to where they would mount their brooms again, Callie grabbed Fred and George by the collars of their Quidditch robes and yanked them down to her level.

"I don't care what they say. Lay off a bit, but you two watch that Bludger like Hawkes" She hissed to them determinately, before grabbing her broom and moving over towards where her fellow chasers were standing.

The rain was falling more heavily now.

On Madam Hooch's whistle, She kicked hard into the air and glanced nervously at Harry, who was already being pursued by the Bludger. Callie shot a look towards the twins to watch him carefully and they both nodded. Callie glanced at Harry, who was flying higher and higher, before giving a wince and shooting off further down the pitch where Adrian Pucey was flying with the Quaffle.

She pushed her broom to go as fast as she could, but the Nimbus Two Thousand and One was too fast and she was falling behind. Pucey was now trying to get past Oliver at the goal posts.

She was distracted from trying to intercept Pucey as he attempted to score for the third time when she heard a splattering thud and saw Harry hit the mud and roll off his broom. She could see the tiniest fluttering of gold wings in his fist. They'd won.

"HARRY POTTER HAS GOT THE SNITCH! GRYFFINDOR WINS!" Lee's voice shouted in joy as she ran towards Harry.

She landed next to him and stumbled slightly on the wet mud before kneeling down next to him. His eyes were closed: he had fainted. For a second she was confused why, but then she saw that his arm was hanging at a very strange angle.

The rest of the team landed beside her.

"Is he okay?" Fred and George asked simultaneously.

"No, he's fainted and I'm almost certain his arm's broken" She told them, getting to her feet.

"He caught the snitch though, it could have been worse" Oliver said and Callie whirled on him to see that his lips were tugging in a smile.

She glared angrily at him. This was all his fault that her brother was hurt.

"Oliver, you should count yourself lucky that I'm not breaking your arm!" She shouted as people from the stands began to make their way over to see what was happening.

Hermione and Ron forced their way to the front of the crowd to make their way over to them.

"What's happening?" Ron asked.

"Is he okay?" added Hermione, looking down at Harry's unconscious form worriedly.

She never got to answer as another figure pushed his way through the crowd, this one taller and clad in green robes, saying "Coming through, coming through".

She shared an annoyed glance with the twins and the three of them groaned simultaneously.

"This is the part where he makes it worse now, isn't it?" Fred asked.

She and George sighed, nodding.

Lockhart leaned over Harry, just as he began to come to. His emerald eyes flickered open blearily and set sight on Lockhart. Callie winced in sympathy at Harry's annoyed look.

"Oh, no, not you," Harry moaned.

"Doesn't know what he's saying," said Lockhart loudly to the anxious crowd of Gryffindors pressing around them and She snorted, Harry knew exactly what he was saying. "Not to worry, Harry. I'm about to fix your arm."

"No!" said Harry hurriedly. "I'll keep it like this, thanks…"

That got a small laugh from The twins and Ron, but they stopped when Hermione shot them a look.

Harry began to sit up but winced in pain. She rushed forward to his side and helped him sit up. Harry didn't have to say thank you, because it was completely natural for the twins to help each other.

"Lie back, Harry," said Lockhart in what she assumed was meant to be a soothing voice, but coming from him it was anything but. "It's a simple charm, I've used it countless times-"

"Why can't he just go to the hospital wing?" She demanded angrily as Harry clenched his teeth in pain.

She wanted to stop Harry from hurting, but she didn't know how. But one thing she did know, was that Lockhart sure wasn't going to help at all.

"He should really, Professor," said a muddy Oliver and Callie glared at him when she saw he was still grinning despite Harry being hurt. "Great capture, Harry, really spectacular, your best yet, I'd say-"

She looked for Fred and George, hoping they would be able to shut him up, but through the thicket of people she saw that they were busy wrestling the rogue Bludger into a box. It was still putting up a terrific fight.

"Stand back," said Lockhart, who was rolling up his jade-green sleeves.

She didn't listen, if anything she pressed closer to Harry.

"No – don't-" said He said weakly.

She was about to protest too, but Lockhart was twirling his wand and a second later had directed it straight at Harry's arm.

She looked at her twin hesitantly and saw an uncomfortable look appear on his face and he looked away from his arm, not wanting to look. She was looking however, her green eyes wide. It was like Harry's arm deflated slightly and it looked rather like a thick, flesh-coloured rubber glove.

Lockhart definitely hadn't mended his arm, he had removed all the bones. There were gasps from the people nearest to them.

"Ah," said Lockhart, rubbing his chin. "Yes. Well, that can happen sometimes."

"No, it bloody well can't!" Callie screeched angrily, and Lockhart looked affronted at her anger.

"Yes, but the point is, the bones are no longer broken. That's the thing to bear in mind. So, Harry, just toddle up to the hospital wing – ah, Miss Potter, Mr Weasley, Miss Granger, would you escort him? – and Madam Pomfrey will be able to – err- tidy you up a bit"

She and Ron helped Harry to his feet as Hermione began to lead the way through the crowd. Harry looked down at his arm and paled further, looking rather like he was about to pass out again.

"'Tidy him up a bit'" She grumbled as they made their way through the castle, "I'd like to tidy him up a bit. I think a punch to his arrogant pompous face would do it"

Ron grunted in agreement.

When they finally got to the Hospital Wing, Madam Pomfrey wasn't at all pleased.

"You should have come straight to me!" she raged, holding up the sad, limp remainder of what, half an hour before, had been a working arm. "I can mend bones in a second – but growing them back-"

"Well, try telling Lockhart that," Callie said through gritted teeth, silently fuming.

"You will be able to grow them back, won't you?" Harry asked the matron desperately.

"I'll be able to, certainly, but it will be painful," said Madam Pomfrey grimly, throwing Harry a pair of Pyjamas. "You'll have to spend the night…"

Hermione waited outside the curtain drawn around Harry's bed while Callie and Ron helped her brother into his pyjamas. It took a while to stuff the rubber, boneless arm back into the sleeve. (Harry holding the sleeve stead, Ron pushing and Callie pulling).

"How can you stick up for Lockhart now, Hermione, eh?" Ron called through the curtain as he ceased his pushing to help Callie pull Harry's limp fingers through the cuff. "If Harry had wanted deboning he would have asked"

"Anyone can make a mistake," said Hermione and She scoffed, rolling her eyes. "And it doesn't hurt anymore, does it,?"

"No-" started Harry, getting into bed.

"-But it doesn't do anything else either" Callie finished for her twin, watching his arm flap pointlessly as he swung himself onto the bed.

Hermione and Madam Pomfrey came around the curtain. The latter was holding a large bottle of something labelled Skele-Gro.

"You're in for a rough night," she told Harry, pouring out a steaming beaker full and handing it to him. "Re-growing bones is nasty business.

Harry took the potion from the Matron and drank it, but he began to cough and sputter when he did. Still tut-tutting about dangerous sports and inept teachers, Madam Pomfrey retreated, leaving Callie, Ron and Hermione to help Harry gulp down some water.

"We won, though," She said, finally allowing a grin to break across her face now that she was assured Harry would be fine.

"That was some catch you made." Ron added.

"I want to know how he fixed that Bludger," said Hermione darkly, and Her smile vanished as she glared at the wall in thought.

"We can add that to the list of questions we'll ask him when we've take the Polyjuice Potion," said Harry, sinking back onto his pillows. "I hope it tastes better than this stuff…"

She scoffed loudly.

Ron seemed to have the same thought as she had as he said, "If it's got bits of Slytherins in it? You've got to be joking."

The door of the Hospital Wing burst open at that moment. Filthy and soaking wet, the rest of the Gryffindor team had arrived to see Harry.

"Unbelievable flying, Harry," said George as he and Fred moved to stand on either side of Callie.

"I've just seen Marcus Flint yelling at Malfoy. Something about having the snitch right on top of his head and not noticing. Malfoy didn't seem too happy.

"I bet he didn't" She grinned.

George and Fred had brought cakes, sweets, and bottles of pumpkin juice from the kitchen. They all gathered around Harry's bed and were just getting started on what promised to be a good party when Madam Pomfrey stormed over.

"This boy needs rest, he's got thirty-three bones to re-grow! Out! OUT!" Madam Pomfrey shouted and Callie, Ron and Hermione were ushered out with the rest of the Quidditch team.
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Callie woke up on Sunday morning as someone shook her awake, groaning loudly as She blinked blearily and forced herself to sit up. Her vision cleared enough to see that Ron, bleary eyed to show he had only just awoken, had been the one who was shaking her.

"Ugh what, Ron?" Callie moaned, ruffling her hair to get rid of the static from the pillow.

"Hermione wants to go to…you know" Ron said giving her a meaningful look.

Callie frowned, her sleep addled brain not able to decipher what that look meant.

"Why couldn't she get me up herself Ronald?" She mumbled.

Ron sighed and rubbed the back of his neck nervously.

"I think she's already there, she wants us to go and do that thing" Ron said with that meaningful look again.

Her eyes snapped wide and she suddenly realised what her meant. The Polyjuice potion!

She quickly hopped out of bed and rushed over to her trunk.

Ron blushed as red as his hair and hastily turned around as she began to get changed.

She began to exit the dorms before she stopped when she realised Ron wasn't following. She rolled her eyes when she noticed he still had his back to her as he stared at the door.

"You can turn around now" She laughed.

Ron turned around hesitantly, his face still a shocking shade of red. He muttered something under his breath, avoiding her gaze as he brushed past her to exit the dorms first. Her lips tugged up in an amused smirk to follow.

On their journey through the castle the three of them were carefully avoiding any prefects or teachers, not wanting to get asked what they were doing about the castle so early.

"It's true Filius-" they suddenly heard McGonagall's voice say, but for once she was sounding weary.

She shared a glance with the other two and they crept closer to the charms classroom to listen in better.

"-There's been another attack. It's happening again" McGonagall finished.

Professor Flitwick gasped.

"I never imagined- who was it?" he asked worriedly.

"Colin Creevey, the first year" McGonagall said "we found him petrified last night"

Callie shared a wide eyed glance with the other two, who had paled drastically and she bit her lip. They needed to figure out what was going on…and fast.

Not soon later the three of them were squeezed into a stall in Moaning Myrtle's bathroom, the door locked behind them.

Ron's cauldron was perched on the toilet, and Hermione had conjured her special portable waterproof fires beneath it.

"Shouldn't we wait for Harry?" Ron asked as she and Hermione put a few more ingredients into the bubbling potion.

"We need to get this done as soon as possible, the longer we wait, the more Muggle-borns Malfoy can go after" Hermione told him sternly, glancing up from studying Moste Potente to see what the next step was.

"Besides, Harry's rotten at potions" She shrugged.

She squeezed past Hermione so that she could stand opposite Ron, allowing the bushy haired girl to do most of the potion brewing. She was good enough at potions but Hermione was such a control freak that most of the time when she tried to help she got her hand slapped away.

"It's me," she suddenly heard Harry's voice say and the door of the bathroom shut behind him.

Callie and Ron jumped, both groaning as their heads hit together with a clunk.

"Harry!" Hermione exclaimed as she saw who it was, she straightened up and pushed the stall door open. "You gave us such a fright – come in, how's your arm?"

"Fine," said Harry, squeezing into the stall.

"I was going to visit you later on, but I suppose I don't have to know" She smiled, trying to not show how relieved she was that Harry was now perfectly fine.

"We'd've visited too, but we decided to get started on the Polyjuice Potion," Ron explained.

Harry began to tell them about Colin, but She interrupted him.

"We know, we overheard McGonagall telling Flitwick on our way down" She told him.

"That's why we decided we'd better get going-" put in Hermione.

"The sooner we get a confession out of Malfoy, the better," snarled Ron. "D'you know what I think? He was in such a foul temper after the Quidditch match, he took it out on Colin"

"There's something else," said Harry and Callie paused in tearing bundles of knotgrass up for Hermione to look at him, she didn't like his tone. "Dobby came to visit me in the middle of the night"

The three of them looked at him, amazed, before Hermione threw the knotgrass into the potion. Harry began to tell them everything Dobby had told him – or hadn't told him. Callie, Hermione and Ron listened with their mouths open.

So the chamber had been opened again, it's all happened before. And someone was doing this, not Voldemort, but from what Harry said it seemed as though it had to be someone pretty damn similar.

"The Chamber of Secrets has been opened before?" Hermione said as Callie asked, "So, who opened it, why couldn't he say?"

"This settles it," said Ron in a triumphant voice. "Lucius Malfoy must've opened the Chamber when he was at school here and now he's told dear old Draco how to do it. It's obvious. Wish Dobby's told you what kind of monsters in there, though. I want to know how come nobody's noticed it sneaking around the school."

She groaned inwardly. She knew this, it was niggling the back of her mind. She knew it…but she didn't. This was so frustrating. It was made even worse that they were being bested by _Malfoy_ of all people. Ron was right.

"Maybe it can make itself invisible," said Hermione, "Or maybe it can disguise itself to be a suit of armour or something – I've read about chameleon Ghouls-"

"Yeah, but they're not creatures are they? The only Magical creatures with those abilities are Thestrals and Boggarts, but neither of them can petrify people" Callie added.

"So Dobby stopped us from getting at the train and broke your arm?" Ron asked Harry, who nodded in response. "You know what, Harry? If he doesn't stop trying to save your life he's going to kill you!"

The news that Colin Creevey had been attacked and was now lying as though dead in the hospital wing had spread through the entire school by Monday morning. The air was suddenly thick with rumour and suspicion. The first years were now moving around the castle in tight-knit groups, as though scared they would be attacked if they ventured forth alone.

Since the attack, Fred and George hadn't left her side, not even for a second. Everywhere she went they were right there next to her and when they weren't she would still be in their eye line. They even began standing outside of the bathrooms.

She loved them, they were her friends, but there came a point when she needed space.

"Okay, that's it!" Callie exclaimed as she jumped in shock when they were waiting outside her charms detention for her.

"What?" Fred and George asked simultaneously and She gritted her teeth at the fact that they seemed genuinely confused about her annoyance.

"Why are you always here?" she asked slowly, forcing herself to stay calm as the three of them began to make their way down the corridor. "It seems like the only time away from you I get is when I go the toilet or am in detention and even then you're right outside waiting for me"

"We can't hang out with our friend?" Fred asked in a forced nonchalant voice.

"Oh you can hang out with me. We can talk and fly and prank and sneak into Hogsmeade, but you don't have to follow me everywhere I go" She said slowly, her green eyes flashing.

"Okay, but-" Fred started to protest.

"No"

"What if-" started George.

"No"

"Yeah, but-"

"No!" she shouted, making the twins jump slightly. "Why would you even need to follow me?"

Fred and George shared and glance and she sighed in annoyance.

"What?" she questioned, narrowing her eyes.

"With the attacks on Filch and Colin we just thought-" George started.

"-That we would make sure nothing happened to you" Fred finished, rubbing the back of his neck nervously as the twins' ears tinged red.

She sighed heavily, her anger ebbing out of her as she looked at their earnest expressions. Fred and George were both bossy, arrogant and mischievous, but Callie was pretty sure they had the biggest hearts of everyone she knew, even if they didn't show it.

"Why are you being so overprotective?" she asked finally.

"Yeah, but you're not just our friend, you're one of our best friends" George started to explain. "Ever since we can remember no one has been able to tell us a part, not even our own mum. It's like we weren't our own person"

"But you saw through our trick the first time you met us, and you haven't mixed us up since." Fred added, the pair of them looking oddly serious. "Cal, you're our best…friend"

She didn't notice the way he winced at the word 'friend' because she could feel the back of her eyes stinging, she almost felt like she was about to cry. No one had ever said anything like that to her, she couldn't handle facing emotions.

She honestly didn't think that much about telling them apart, it was obvious to her, as easy as breathing.

Fred was the darker, the one who came up with the ideas and took the lead, he didn't put much stock in people's feelings, he was a lot like her in that respect, in most every respect really. However, George was the supporter, the one who made Fred's plans work with the least amount of rusk. George was the less reckless and kinder of the two, but he did have a terrible temper like her.

She bit her lip, not really wanting to confront her feelings.

"Well, Okay I suppose, but I seriously doubt I'll be attacked, my brother being the heir of Slytherin and all..."She laughed awkwardly, trying to get past the emotional parts.

Fred and George snorted and both looked as relieved as she was at the end of the mushy conversation.

At 8 o'clock Callie and Harry hurried down to the great hall for the duelling club with the twins.

The long tables had vanished and a golden stage had appeared along one wall, lit by thousands of candles floating overhead. The ceiling was velvety black once more and most of the school seemed to be packed beneath it, all carrying their wands and looking excited.

"I can't wait to see who'll be teaching us" Fred said eagerly and Callie nodded in agreement.

"I heard that Flitwick was duelling champion, imagine if it's him" George grinned.

"Well, I'll be fine with anyone as long as it's not-" Callie began, however the four of them ended up letting out simultaneous groans.

Gilderoy Lockhart was walking onto the stage, resplendent in robes of deep plum and accompanied by none other than Snape, wearing his usual black.

"Off all people it had to be them" Harry grumbled and Callie nodded in agreement staring at the two professors in disbelief.

Lockhart waved an arm for silence and called, "Gather round, gather round! Can everyone see me? can you all hear me? Excellent. Now, Professor Dumbledore has granted me permission to start this little duelling club, to train you all in case you ever need to defend yourselves as I have done on countless occasions – for full details, see my published works."

"Countless because it hasn't happened" Callie said and Harry and the twins let out a snort of laughter.

"Let me introduce my assistant, Professor Snape," said Lockhart, flashing a wide smile. "He tells me he knows a tiny little bit about duelling himself."

Callie shared an amused look with Fred at the sneer on Snape's face, but then the latter seemed to catch himself and quickly looked away, making Callie sigh.

"And he has sportingly agreed to help me with a short demonstration before we begin. Now, I don't want any of you youngsters to worry – you'll still have your Potions when I'm through with him, never fear!"

"That's definitely not what we're afraid of-" Fred started.

"-If anything that's our biggest dream" George finished.

Callie and Harry laughed in amusement.

Snape's upper lip was curling, but Lockhart was still smiling as they turned to face each other. Then they raised their wands like swords in front of them. Callie actually found herself rooting for Snape, this may be his finest moment.

"As you see, we are holding our wands in the accepted combative position," Lockhart told the silent crowd. "On the count of three, we will cast our first spells. Neither of us will be aiming to kill, of course"

"I don't know, if I was Snape I wouldn't hesitate in finishing him off" Fred said and Callie snorted n

"One – two – three-" Lockhart counted.

Both of them swung their wands above their heads and pointed them at their opponent; Snape cried: "Expelliarmus!"

There was a dazzling flash of scarlet light and Lockhart was blasted off his feet. He flew backwards off the stage, smashed into the wall, and slid down it to sprawl on the floor.

Callie, Harry and the twins roared with laughter along with a few other Gryffindors and the Slytherins cheered their head of house.

Lockhart was getting unsteadily to his feet.

"Well, there you have it!" he said, tottering back onto the platform. "That was a disarming charm – as you see, I've lost my wand – ah, thank you, Miss Brown – yes, an excellent idea to show them that, Professor Snape, but if you don't mind my saying so, it was very obvious what you were about to do. If I had wanted to stop you it would have been only too easy – however, I felt it would be instructive to let them see…"

Snape was looking murderous and Callie couldn't get the large amused grin of her face as she watched the interaction happily.

"Enough demonstrating! I'm going to come amongst you know and put you all into pairs. Professor Snape, if you'd like to help me-"

Callie and Harry shared a grin, ready to pair up, but Snape seemed to have other ideas.

"I don't think so, Potter" said Snape, smiling coldly.

Callie scowled as she was ushered towards Pansy Parkinson instead. Snape had also split up the twins, Fred looking extremely unhappy with Marcus Flint, and her twin instead faced off with Malfoy.

"Face your partners!" called Lockhart, back on the platform. "And bow!"

Parkinson didn't bow, instead just gave her a cold sneer, but Callie bowed mockingly a grin on her face, her green eyes sparkling mischievously.

"Wands at the ready!" Shouted Lockhart. "When I count to three, cast your charms to disarm your opponents – only to disarm them – we don't want any accidents – one…two…three-"

Callie swung her wand high, but instead of the disarming charm, she said "Levicorpus!"

Parkinson shrieked angrily as she was pulled up into the air by her ankle, dropping her wand in her shock and was trying to holding her skirt up with her hands.

"POTTER!" Snape roared in a familiar tone, and he waved his dark wand so that Parkinson fell in a heap on the floor, glaring at Callie angrily. "Five points from Gryffindor!"

Callie used the distraction to move around Parkinson and discretely pull out a few of her blonde strands of hair and shoving them in her robe pocket.

It seemed Lockhart's plan to disarm only hadn't worked out for anyone. Fred was sporting bunny ears while Flint had a black eye, Malfoy was laughing uncontrollably form a tickling charm Harry, who looked rather dazed and was dancing uncontrollably, had hit him with.

Both Neville and Justin were lying on the floor, panting; Ron was holding up an ashen-faced Seamus, apologizing for whatever his broken wand had down; but across the hall Hermione and Millicent Bulstrode were still moving; Millicent had Hermione in a headlock and Hermione was whimpering in pain; both their wands lay forgotten on the floor. Callie leaps forward and pulled Millicent off. It was difficult: she was a lot bigger than she was.

"Dear, dear," said Lockhart, skittering through the crowd, looking at the aftermath of the duels. "Up you go, Macmillan…careful there, Miss Fawcett…Pinch it hard, it'll stop bleeding in a second, Boot…I think I'd better teach you how to block unfriendly spells," said Lockhart flustered in the midst of the hall.

Lockhart glanced at Snape, whose black eyes glinted, and looked quickly away.

"Let's have a volunteer pair – Longbottom and Finch-Fletchley, how about you-"

"A bad idea, Professor Lockhart," said Snape, gliding over like a large and malevolent bat. "Longbottom causes devastation with the simplest spells. We'll be sending what's left of Finch-Fletchley up to the hospital wing in a match box."

Neville's round, pink face went pinker.

"How about Malfoy and Potter?" said Snape with a twisted smile.

"Excellent idea!" said Lockhart, gesturing Harry and Malfoy into the middle of the hall as the crowd backed away to give them room, but Callie made sure she was at the front.

"Now, Harry," said Lockhart. "When Draco points his wand at you, you do this" he raised his own wand, attempted a complicated sort of wiggling action and Dropped it. Snape smirked as Lockhart quickly picked it up, saying "Whoops – my wand is a little overexcited-"

Callie scowled narrowing his eyes as Snake moved closer to Malfoy, bent down and whispered something in his ear that made Malfoy smirk.

After a few quiet taunting Lockhart cuffed Harry merrily on the shoulder. "Just do what I did, Harry!"

"What, drop my wand?" Harry asked sarcastically and Callie laughed loudly.

Lockhart wasn't listening.

"Three – two – one – go!" he shouted.

Malfoy raised his wand quickly and bellowed, "Serpensortia!"

The end of his wand exploded. Callie stiffened as a long black snake shot out of it, fell heavily onto the floor and raised itself towards Harry, ready to strike. There were screams as the crowd backed swiftly away, clearing the floor, Callie would have stayed where she was, but Fred and George dragged her backwards, holding her to their sides protectively.

She didn't take her eyes off of the snake and tightened her hand on her wand, ready to intervene to do anything she could think of if it tried to hurt her twin.

"Don't move, Potter," said Snape lazily and Callie glowered as he was clearly enjoying the sight of Harry standing motionless, eye to eye with the angry snake. "I'll get rid of it…"

"Allow me!" shouted Lockhart.

"Oh no…" George muttered and Callie winced knowing whatever was about to happen wasn't going to be good.

Lockhart brandished his wand at the snake and there was a loud bang; the snake, instead of vanishing, flew ten feet into the air and fell back to the floor with a loud smack. Enraged, hissing furiously, it slithered straight towards Justin Finch-Fletchley and raised itself again, fangs exposed, poised to strike.

Harry suddenly rushed forward and began to talk,"Leave him alone!"

The Snake slumped to the floor and Callie relaxed.

"Really Harry, I think, "Go away!' Would work better but 'Leave him alone' works just fine as well," she laughed but everyone else looked angry and scared.

"What in Merlin's name did you just say?" Fred asked her, backing away. Callie just shook her head, looking confused.

"What do you think you two think you're playing at?!" Justin shouted angrily before he turned and stormed out of the hall, a few of his fellow Hufflepuffs following.

Fred and George were staring open-mouthed at her with a look somewhere between awe and fear.

Mutters broke out across the hall and Callie rushed forward to grab Harry by the arm and lead him from the hall, Ron and Hermione quickly following.

They exited the hall. As they went through the doors, the people on either side drew away as though they were frightened of catching something. None of them said anything until they had dragged Harry all the way up to the empty Gryffindor common room.

Ron pushed Harry into an armchair and Hermione did the same to Callie.

"You're parselmouths. Why didn't you tell us?"

"We're a what?" Asked Harry.

"A parselmouth. It means you can talk to snakes" Hermione explained quietly.

"I know," said Harry. "I mean, that's only the second time I've ever done it. I accidentally set a boa constrictor on my cousin Dudley at the zoo once – long story – but it was telling me it had never seen Brazil and I short of set it free without meaning to that was before I knew I was a wizard-"

"A boa constrictor told you it had never seen Brazil?" Ron repeated faintly.

Callie nodded. Remembering the incident in which she had -heard- the boa constrictor say that.

"So?" said Harry. "I bet loads of people here can do it"

"But that's the thing, they can't, Harry. It's the rarest gift known to Wizards. With the Chamber opening…this is bad" Hermione said, looking at Harry sympathetically.

"What's bad about that?" snapped Callie.

"What's wrong with everyone? Listen if I hadn't told that snake not to attack Justin-"

"Oh, that's what you said to it?" Ron asked.

"What d'you mean? You were all there – you heard me-"

Callie nodded,"He said 'Leave him alone!"

"We heard you speaking Parseltongue, first Harry and Then Callie,"said Ron. "Snake language. You could have been saying anything – no wonder Justin panicked, you sounded like you were egging the snake on or something – it was creepy, you know-"

"I spoke a different language? But – I didn't realize – how can I speak a language without knowing I can speak it?"

"Ya, how can we do that?" Callie added. How in the hell were they a Parseltongue? It just didn't make any sense.

"D'you want to tell me what's wrong with stopping a massive snake biting off Justin's head?" he said. "What does it matter how I did it as long as Justin doesn't have to join the Headless Hunt?"

"It matters," said Hermione, speaking at last in a hushed voice, "because being able to talk to snakes was what Salazar Slytherin was famous for. That's why the symbol of Slytherin House is a serpent"

Callie's mouth fell open as she finally seemed to realise the severity of the situation.

"Exactly," said Ron. "And now the whole School's going to think you're his great-great-great-great-grandchildren or something-"

"But We're not," said Harry panicked.

"You'll find that hard to prove," said Hermione. "he lived about a thousand years ago, for all we know you could be."

"But we're not." Callie put in,"We can't be."
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**STILL OWN CALLIE... R&R. ENJOY!**

**CHAPTER 35**

It seemed That Harry and Callie's knack for stumbling upon trouble hadn't yet come to an end. Harry was caught at the scene of yet another attack, this one on Justin Finch-Fletchley and Nearly Headless Nick. Harry had told her, Hermione and Ron the whole story as soon as he got back from Dumbledore's office.

The double attack on Justin and Nick turned what had been nervousness into real panic. Curiously, it was Nearly Headless Nick's fate that seemed to worry people most. What could possibly do that to a ghost? What terrible power could harm someone who was already dead? There was almost a stampede to book seats on the Hogwarts Express so that students could go home for Christmas.

"At this rate, we'll be the only ones left," Ron told her, Harry and Hermione. "Us, Malfoy, Crabbe, and Goyle. What a jolly holiday it's going to be."

Crabbe and Goyle, who always did whatever Malfoy did, had signed up to stay over the holidays too.

"Well, I'm glad most people are leaving" Harry told them glumly.

She could see where he was coming from. People began skirting around them in the corridors, as though they were about to sprout fangs or spit poison, muttering, pointing and hissing as he passed. However, to be quite honest Callie found the whole thing extremely amusing, that everyone was hating on someone who actually stopped Voldemort last year and was a _Gryffindor_ for Merlin's sake.

Fred and George were on the same wavelength as her. The two of them went out of their way to march ahead of her twin down the corridors.

"Make way for the heirs of Slytherin!" Fred shouted.

"Seriously evil wizard coming through…" George yelled.

"Don't want to be petrified for being close to him in the corridor!" Fred added loudly.

Percy, as always, was deeply disapproving of their behaviour. He stormed up to them, his lips pursed and brows furrowed as he straightened his glasses on his pompous face.

"It's not a laughing matter," he said coldly.

"Come off it" George rolled his eyes.

"Oh, get out of the way, Percy," said Fred, obviously not put off by his older brother. "Harry and Callie are in a hurry"

"Yeah, they're off to the Chamber of Secret for a cup of tea with their fanged servant," said George, chortling.

"If we're lucky, he might even invite us there with scones" Fred said in a faux eager voice.

The next day when she and Harry came down for breakfast, Fred asked loudly who they were planning on attacking next and George, in an overly dramatic fashion, was pretending to ward him off with a large clove of garlic.

Spurring the twins on more was the fact that their antics seemed to be aggravating Draco Malfoy, who looked increasingly sour each time he saw them at it.

"Come on, make way, make way! Slytherin's heir has some evil crimes to commit!" Fred shouted as he walked in front of Callie, Harry, Ron and Hermione.

Out of the corner of her eyes she saw Malfoy, Crabbe and Goyle on either side of him, scowling and narrowing his cold grey eyes at them.

"There's definite something up with him, he better be careful or his face will be stuck like that" Callie said as they rounded the corner.

"It's because he's bursting to say it's really him," said Ron knowingly. "You know how he hates anyone beating him at anything, and you're getting all the credit for his dirty work."

"Not for long," said Hermione in a satisfied tone. "The Polyjuice Potion's nearly ready. We'll be getting the truth out of him any day now."

As the last term ended, and a silence deep as the snow on the grounds descended on the castle. Callie found it very peaceful. She enjoyed the fact that she, Harry, Hermione and the Weasleys had the run of Gryffindor tower. The Weasleys having chosen to stay rather than visit Bill in Egypt with Mr and Mrs Weasley.

Christmas morning dawned, cold and white. Callie and Hermione woke up Harry and Ron extremely early as they burst into their dorm, fully dressed and carrying presents for them both. Callie's hair was messier than usual and her face paler due to getting awakened by Hermione sooner than she wanted to.

"Wake up," Hermione said loudly, pulling back the curtains at the window.

"Hermione, Callie – you're not supposed to be in here -" said Ron, shielding his eyes against the light.

"Merry Christmas to you, too," said Hermione, throwing him his present. "I've been up for nearly an hour, adding more lacewings to the potion. It's ready."

"You mean _we've_ been up since you made me come with you" Callie corrected with a yawn, moving to slump down on the end of Harry's bed.

Harry sat up, seemingly wide awake.

"Are you sure?" He asked Hermione as Callie handed both of the boys their presents.

"Positive," said Hermione, shifting Scabbers the rat so that she could sit down on the end of Ron's four-poster. "If we're going to do it, I say it should be tonight"

At that moment, Hedwig swooped into the room, carry a small package in her beak.

Callie had gotten sweets from Ron and a luxury eagle feather quill from Hermione, who had also gotten the same for Harry. From Fred and George she had gotten a beautiful gold and red notebook.

Neville sent her some books, a photo of her and Harry from her twin, a brand new hand-knitted sweater from Mrs. Weasley, and fudge from Hagrid.

The great hall looked magnificent. Not only were there a dozen frost covered Christmas trees and thick streamers of holly and mistletoe crisscrossing the ceiling, but enchanted snow was falling, warm and dry from the ceiling.

Dumbledore led them in a few of his favourite carols, Hagrid booming more and more loudly with each and every goblet of eggnog he consumed. Percy, who hadn't noticed that Fred had bewitched his prefect badge so that it now read 'Pinhead,' kept asking what they were sniggering at.

Callie, Harry and Ron had barely finished their third helpings of Christmas pudding when Hermione ushered them out of the hall to finalize their plans for the evening.

"We still need a bit of the people you're turning into-" Hermione started.

"It's all worked out. I stole these," Callie cut her off, pulling two cupcakes from her bag, "from the kitchens and filled them with a sleeping draught. As long as you make sure Crabbe and Goyle find them is should be fine"

"You know how greedy they are, they're bound to eat them" Hermione added as Callie handed the boys the cakes. "Once they're asleep, pull out a few of their hairs and hide them in a broom closet."

Harry and Ron looked incredulously at each other.

"Hermione, I don't think-"

"Cal, that could got seriously wrong-"

"The Potion will be useless without Crabbe and Goyle's hair," Hermione said sternly. "You do want to investigate Malfoy, don't you?"

"Oh, all right, all right," said Harry. "But what about you two? Whose hair are you ripping out?"

"We've already got ours" Callie shrugged.

She and Hermione both pulled out tiny bottles. Callie's contained a strand of blonde hair that she had gotten off of Parkinson during the duelling club.

"Callie got hers off Pansy Parkinson and remember Millicent Bulstrode wrestling with me at the duelling club? She left this on my robes when she was trying to strangle me! Both of them have gone home for Christmas. All we have to do is tell the Slytherins we've decided to come back"

"And I've got to idolize Malfoy" Callie grumbled, wrinkling her nose in disgust.

Harry looked at her wide eyed when he realised that it was true and Ron pretended to gag.

A moment later Hermione bustled Callie off to check on the Polyjuice potion again.

After Hermione had double and triple checked the potion, Callie and Hermione changed into the larger Slytherin robes they had stolen.

She was stirring the potion, thick black smoke issuing from it, when there was a soft knock on the door.

"Hermione? Cal?" Ron's voice came.

The lock scraped as Hermione unlocked the door and two girls emerged.

"Did you get them?" Hermione asked.

Harry showed her Goyle's hair.

"Good. Callie and I sneaked these spare robes out of the laundry a couple of days ago" Hermione said, holding up a small sack. "You'll need bigger sizes once you're Crabbe and Goyle"

The four of them stared into the cauldron. Close up, the potion looked like thick, dark mud, bubbling sluggishly. She definitely wasn't looking forward to drinking it.

"We've definitely done everything right" Callie said nervously.

"I'm sure we have," said Hermione. "It looks like the book says it should…once we're drunk it, we'll have exactly an hour before we change into ourselves."

"Now what?" Ron whispered.

"We separate it into 4 glasses and add the hairs.

Hermione ladled large dollops of potion into each of the glasses. Then, her hand trembling, she shook Millicent Bulstrode hair out of its bottle into the first glass.

The potion hissed loudly like a boiling kettle and frothed madly. A second later, it had turned a sick sort of yellow.

"Ugh – essence of Millicent Bulstrode," said Ron, wrinkling his nose disgustedly.

"Bet it tastes lovely" Callie muttered sarcastically.

"Add yours, then," said Hermione.

Callie shook Pansy Parkinson's hair into the second glass, while Harry dropped Goyle's hair into the third glass and Ron put Crabbe's into the last one. All glasses hissed and frothed: Parkinson's turned a muddy shade of purple, Goyle's turned a Khaki colour, and Crabbe's a dark, murky brown.

"Hang on," said Harry as Callie, Ron and Hermione reached for their glasses. "We'd better not all drink them in here…once we turn into Crabbe and Goyle we won't fit. And Millicent Bulstrode Is no pixie."

She nodded in agreement, unlocking the door.

"Good thinking," said Ron. "We'll take separate stalls."

Callie slipped into the end stall, while Harry and Ron took the two middle ones.

"Ready?" Harry called.

"Ready," She said back in sync with Ron and Hermione.

"One – two – three-"

Callie paused for a moment, looking at the portion containing a bit of Slytherin with deepest loathing before, pinching her nose, she drank the potion down in two large gulps.

It was the most disgusting thing she had ever tasted.

Immediately, her insides started writhing as though she'd just swallowed live snakes – she doubled up, wondering whether she was going to be sick.

A burning sensation spread rapidly from her stomach to the very ends of her fingers and toes.

She leaned heavily against the wall of the stall as a horrible melting feeling came over her as the skin all over her body bubbled like hot wax. In front of her very eyes her fingers shortened and got slightly chubbier, the nails lengthened and her skin becoming more tan. Her body became slightly wider and shorter painfully. The only thing she had felt more painful than this was the cruciatus…nothing could compare to that.

The tickling on her forehead told her that she now had bangs, her hair have shortened to her shoulders her hair neatening and lightening into a blonde.

As suddenly as it started, everything stopped. Callie was leaning against the stall, her breathing coming in gasps. She brushed Parkinson's bangs out of her face with a trembling hand.

"Are you three okay?" Goyle's low rasp of a voice called.

"Yeah?" came the deep grunt of Crabbe from her right.

"Same here" Callie called using Parkinson's annoying nasally voice.

She heard two stalls open as Harry and Ron exited their stalls, probably to look at themselves to look in the mirror's opposite.

"This is unbelievable" she heard Crabbe's voice say "unbelievable."

She nodded in agreement even though they couldn't see her. She was staring down at Parkinson's hands and touched her face with the rather flat nose and chubby cheeks. The nose wrinkled slightly with disgust.

"Are you two ready, we need to go!" Harry called in Goyle's voice.

"Give me a minute." She said, wincing at Parkinson's voice coming from her mouth. "I have to let the mortification of this moment move a little further into the past before I can come out"

She took a deep breath and finally exited the stall.

Crabbe and Goyle were standing there waiting for her. Harry was now sporting Goyle's dull, deep-set eyes and Ron had Crabbe's flat nose.

Callie looked opposite her in the mirror to see Pansy Parkinson staring back at her, only with wide eyes and her face paled slightly. She reached a hand up to touch the blonde hair and Parkinson did the same.

"I look disgusting" Callie whined.

Harry and Ron did nothing but nod Goyle and Crabbe thick head in agreement.

"We'd better get going," said Harry, loosening the watch that was cutting into Goyle's thick wrist. "We've still got to find out where the Slytherin common room is. I only hope we can find someone to follow…."

Callie rolled her eyes.

"I know where their common room is, I've been down their tonnes of times" She said dismissively, ignoring Harry and Ron's questioning looks.

Ron, who had turned his gaze to Harry, said, "You don't know how bizarre it is to see Goyle thinking." He banged on Hermione's door. "C'mon, we need to go-"

A high-pitched voice answered him.

"I-I don't think I'm going to come after all. You go on without me"

"'Mione, I know how awful it is to be a Slytherin, trust me, I know, but-" Callie stated.

"-No one's going to know it's you" Harry finished.

"No – really – I don't think I'll come. You three hurry up, you're wasting time" Hermione stuttered in answer.

She shared a bewildered look with Harry and Ron.

"Now you look like a Slytherin" She smirked at Harry's dumb expression.

"Definitely looks more like Goyle," nodded Ron. "That's how he looked every time a teacher asks him a question"

"Hermione, are you okay?" said Harry through the door.

"Fine – I'm fine – go on-"

"You don't sound fine" Callie frowned.

Harry looked at his watch and Callie glanced at it too. Five of their precious sixty minutes had already passed.

"We'll meet you back here, all right?" Harry said to Hermione.

Callie, Harry and Ron opened the door of the bathroom carefully, checked that the coast was clear, and set off.

"Don't swing your arms like that," Harry said to Ron.

"Eh?"

"Crabbe holds them sort of stiff…"

"How's this?"

Harry nodded.

She led Harry and Ron down the marble staircase so that they could go down towards the dungeons where the Slytherin common room was. Crabbe and Goyle's large feet were echoing on the ground as they hurried along.

A voice suddenly echoed behind Callie. Draco Malfoy was strolling toward them, and for the first time in her life Callie was actually glad to see him.

"There you are," he drawled, looking at Harry and Ron. "Have you two been pigging out in the Great Hall all this time? I've been looking for you; I want to show you something really funny."

Malfoy looked in her direction, clearly having only just noticed she was there. He looked at her with his brows drawn together.

"Pansy? I thought you were going home" he commented.

"Wh-oh yeah." Callie was mentally kicking herself so she put on a faux adoring expression "I just thought I could stay closer to you Drake..."

Malfoy clearly bought it as he paused by a seeming stretch of bare, damp stone wall that she recognized as the entrance to the common room.

"What's the new password again?" he said to Harry, whose eyes widened.

"Er-" said Harry.

"Oh, yeah – pureblood!" said Malfoy, not listening, and a stone door concealed in the wall opened up.

Malfoy marched through the door, and Callie, Harry and Ron followed him.

The Slytherin common room was a long, low underground room with rough stone wall and ceiling from which round, greenish lamps were hanging on chains. A fire was crackling under an elaborately carved mantelpiece ahead of them, and several Slytherins were silhouetted around it in high-backed chairs.

"Wait here," said Malfoy to Harry and Ron, motioning them into some empty chair set back from the fire. "I'll go and get it my father's just sent it to me-"

Callie shared a glance with Harry and Ron before the three of them sat down, the boys doing their best and failing, to look comfortable.

Malfoy came back a minute later, holding what looked like a newspaper clipping. He thrust it under Ron's nose.

"That'll give you a laugh," he said.

Callie saw Ron's eyes widen in shock. He read the clipping quickly, gave a very forced laugh and handed it to Harry.

Harry seemed to have the same reaction as one and glanced at Callie, giving her a silent look that told her whatever it was wasn't good. He handed her the clipping.

_INQUIRY AT THE MINISTRY OF MAGIC_

_Arthur Weasley, Head of the Misuse of Muggle Artefacts Office, was today fined fifty Galleons for bewitching a Muggle car._

_Mr Lucius Malfoy, a governor of Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry, where the enchanted car crashed earlier this year, called today for Mr Weasley's resignation-_

Callie stopped reading and immediately handed the clipping back to Malfoy.

"Well?" said Malfoy impatiently. "Don't you think it's funny?"

"Very funny, of course it is" Callie said trying to school her angry expression as she gave a fake high pitched laugh.

"Arthur Weasley loves Muggles so much he should snap his wand in half and go and join them," said Malfoy scornfully. "You'd never know the Weasleys were purebloods, the way they behave"

She could feel anger twisting inside of her so she clenched her fists in order to not show it. Ron, however, had Crabbe's faces contorted with fury.

"What's up with you, Crabbe?" snapped Malfoy.

"Stomach ache," Ron grunted.

"Well, go up to the hospital wing and give all those Mudbloods a kick from me," said Malfoy., snickering.

"You know, I'm surprised the Daily Profit hasn't reported all these attacks yet," he went on thoughtfully. "I supposed trying to hush it all up. He'll be sacked if it doesn't stop soon. Father's always said old Dumbledore's the worst thing that's ever happened to this place. He loves muggle-borns. A decent headmaster would never have let slime like that Creevey in"

Malfoy started taking pictures with an imaginary camera and did a cruel but very accurate impression of Colin: "'Potter, can I have a picture, Potter? Can I have your autograph? Can I lick your shoes, please, Potter?"

He dropped his hands and looked at the three of them.

"What's the matter with you lot?"

Fare too late, Callie, Harry and Ron forced themselves to laugh, but Malfoy seemed satisfied. He probably just enjoyed the attention, late or not.

"Saint Potters, the Mudbloods' friends," said Malfoy slowly. "The Potters are another family with no wizard feeling, been blood traitors for ever, the Potter twins are no different or they wouldn't go around with that jumped up Granger Mudblood. And people think he's Slytherin's heir!"

Callie, who had been almost shaking with rage when he went on about the Potter, waited with bated breath. Malfoy was surely seconds away from telling them it was him – but then:

"I wish I knew who it is," said Malfoy petulantly. "I couldn't help them."

Her shoulders slumped and Ron's jaw dropped so that Crabbe looked even more clueless than usual. Fortunately Malfoy didn't notice their reactions.

"You must have some idea who's behind it all-" Harry started quickly.

"-Yeah, you know everything around here" Callie finished adoringly.

She and Harry shared a glance when they realised they had just acted like the twins they are and forced themselves to relax under Malfoys confused look.

"You know I haven't, how many times do I have to tell you?" snapped Malfoy. "and father won't tell me anything about the last time the Chamber was opened either. Of course, it was fifty years ago, so it was before his time, but he knows all about it, and he says that it was kept quiet and it'll look suspicious if I know too much about it. But I know one thing – last time the Chamber of Secrets was opened, a Mudblood died. So I bet it's a matter of time before one of them's killed this time…I hope it's granger," he said with relish.

Callie clenched Parkinson's chubby fists at the mention of her female friend.

"We're they caught last time?" Callie asked as Harry shot Ron a warning look, both feeling it would be a bit of a giveaway if Ron punched Malfoy.

"Oh, yeah…whoever it was, was expelled," said Malfoy.

Malfoy shifted restlessly in his chair.

"Father says to keep my head down and let the heir of Slytherin get on with it. He says the school needs ridding of all the Mudblood filth, but not to get mixed up in it. Of course, he's got a lot on his plate at the moment. You know the Ministry of Magic raided our manor last week?" Malfoy said.

Callie forced Parkinson's face into a look of concern.

"Yeah…" said Malfoy. "Luckily, they didn't find much. Father's got some very valuable Dark Art stuff. But luckily, we've got our own secret chamber under the drawing-room-floor-"

Callie resisted the urge to grin triumphantly, but Ron seemed unable to contain himself and said, "Ho!"

Malfoy looked at him. So did Callie And Harry. Ron blushed. Even his hair was turning red. His nose was slowly lengthening – their hour was up, Ron was turning back into himself, and from the look of horror he was suddenly giving her and Harry, they must be too.

The three of them jumped to their feet.

"Medicine for my stomach," Ron grunted.

Without further ado they sprinted the length of the Slytherin common room, hurled themselves at the stone wall, and dashed up the passageway, hoping against hope that Malfoy hadn't noticed anything.

The robes were getting baggier on Callie and were becoming too short. She could feel her hair lengthening down her back and the bangs by her face slowly disappearing.

They crashed up the steps into the dark entrance hall, and, after Ron and Harry ditched their shoes outside a closet which was full of muffled pounding from the real Crabbe and Goyle, they sprinted up the marble staircase toward Moaning Myrtle's bathroom.

"I just turned into a Slytherin for absolutely no reason" Callie said, throwing off the green and silver tie in utmost disgust.

"Well, it wasn't a _complete _waste of time," Ron disagreed, closing the door behind them. "I know we still haven't found out who's doing the attacks, but I'm going to write to dad tomorrow and tell him to check under the Malfoy's drawing room."

Callie rushed over to the mirror and checked her face. Her messy black hair was back, her skin was pale, and her eyes a glinting green. She sighed in relief and ruffled her hair. Next to her Harry was relieved too, putting his glasses on.

Ron hammered on the door of Hermione's stall, saying, "Hermione, come out, we've got loads to tell you-"

"Go away!" Hermione squeaked.

She, Harry and Ron looked at each other.

"'Mione…are you okay?" Callie asked, her brows furrowed in concern.

"What's the matter?" added Ron. "You must be back to normal by now, we are"

Moaning Myrtle was suddenly gliding through the stall door, making the three of them jump. A grin was splitting apart her ugly face making Callie frown, she had never seen her looking so happy.

"Wait 'til you see," the ghost said cheerfully. "It's awful-"

They heard the lock slide back and the stall door opened. Hermione emerged, sobbing, her robes pulled up over her head, hiding her appearance.

"What's up?" said Ron as Callie eyed the ghost, who was still cackling, uncertainly. "Have you still got Millicent's nose or something?"

Hermione let her robes fall and Ron backed into Callie, whose mouth had fallen open in shock.

Hermione's face was covered in black fur. Her eyes had turned yellow and there were long, pointed ears poking out through the hair.

"It was a c-cat hair!" she howled. "M-Millicent Bulstrode m-must have a cat! And the p-potion isn't supposed to be used for animal transformations!"

Callie bit her lip. She was sure if the situation wasn't so severe she would have laughed.

"Uh-oh," said Ron.

"You'll be teased something dreadful," said Myrtle happily.

"It's okay, Hermione," said Harry quickly. "We'll take you up to the hospital wing. Madam Pomfrey never asks too many questions…"

It took a long time to persuade Hermione to leave the bathroom, she only conceded when Callie threatened to levitate her out. Moaning Myrtle sped them on their way with a hearty guffaw.
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><p><strong>CHAPTER 36<strong>

Now that it had been almost four months since the last attack, everyone seemed to have calmed down.

The second years were given something new to think about during their Easter Holidays. The time had come to choose their subjects for third year, a matter that Hermione, as least, took very seriously.

"It could affect our whole future," she told Callie, Harry and Ron as they poured over lists of new subjects, marking them with ticks.

"I just want to drop Potions," said Harry.

"We can't, said Ron gloomily. "We keep all of our old subjects, or I'd have ditched Defence Against the Dark Arts"

"But that's very important!" said Hermione, shocked.

"Yeah, but not with the teachers we've have" Callie scoffed.

"Definitely not the way Lockhart teaches it," said Ron.

Callie had decided to go with Care of Magical Creatures and Divination, deciding they were the most interesting.

Harry and Ron ended up with the same subjects, figuring if they were terrible at them, they'd be terrible together.

Callie and Harry, clutching their brooms, joined the large crowd swarming across the grounds. Everyone was outside to watch the Quidditch game.

Oliver Wood took off for a warm-up flight around the goal posts; Madam Hooch released the balls. The Hufflepuffs, who played in canary yellow, were standing in a huddle, having a last-minute discussion of tactics.

She was just mounting her broom with her fellow chasers when McGonagall came half marching, half running across the pitch, carrying an enormous purple megaphone.

Callie's heart dropped like a stone. There had been another attack. She just knew it.

"This match has been cancelled," McGonagall called through the megaphone, addressing the packed stadium.

There were boos and shouts. Oliver Wood, looking devastated, landed and ran towards McGonagall.

"But Professor!" he shouted. "We've got to play – the cup – Gryffindor-"

McGonagall ignored him and continued to shout through her megaphone: "All students are to make their way back to the house common rooms, where their heads of house will give them further information. As quickly as you can, please"

Then she lowered the megaphone and beckoned Callie and Harry over to her.

"Mr and Miss Potter, I think you'd better come with me…"

She shared a bewildered looking with Harry, wondering if something of his had been caught at yet another attack. Ron detached himself from the complaining crowd; he came running up to them as they set off toward the castle.

"Yes, perhaps you'd better come too, Weasley…"

Some of the students around the were grumbling about the matches being cancelled; others looking worried. Callie, Harry and Ron followed Minnie back into the school and up the marble staircase, but they weren't going to anyone's office this times.

"This will be a bit of a shock," said McGonagall in a surprisingly gentle voice as they approached the infirmary. "There had been another attack..."

Callie's stomach felt like it was suddenly filled with stones. McGonagall wouldn't call them to see unless…no, no no….

Her professor pushed the door open and She, Harry and Ron entered behind her.

"Hermione!" Ron groaned.

Hermione was lying utterly still, her eyes open and glassy.

"They found her near the library last night," said McGonagall. "I don't suppose any of you can explain this? It was on the floor next to them…"

She was holding up a small, circular mirror.

Harry and Ron shook their head, but Callie was too busy looking wide-eyed at Hermione to even respond.

Callie was quite upset over Hermione's situation. She wondered who would do this. How they did this and why. She had to know what Hermione was doing out so late at the Library...she always had a reason for everything. It was dark, after curfew when she slipped outside the portrait hole and silently made her way down the staircase. Hermione had been in the library, which meant she was looking for something. She had the mirror with her…why?

She thought back to previous conversations as she walked. She and Harry had been hearing voices no one else could hear…wait. They were parseltongues! Which meant it had to be a snake…and Hermione must have figured that out. So what was she looking for exactly? And the mirror?

Callie turned the corner quietly and wandered down towards the library. She felt a shiver run up her spine and stopped. She felt the blood drain from her face and suddenly got very cold, with goosebumps on her skin.

The voice,"kill...must kill..."

Was getting closer.

She blinked a few times and struggled to swallow.

She felt like she shouldn't turn around and thought quickly back to Hermione's mirror. Her friend would've had it for a specific reason, Hermione always had a reason. Perhaps…perhaps it was to see the reflection of the thing coming towards her?

Callie felt her heart beating erratically in her chest and suddenly she launched herself forward in the dark, running into the library, only hearing the sounds of her own labored breathing. She bashed into one of the tables, a lamp shattering glass across the floor.

She turned the corner by one of the shelves and leaned against it, trying to calm her heart rate. She had a hand over her mouth, trying to smother her breathing as she turned her head to look around the corner, just barely.

She almost sighed in relief when nothing was there. She looked down towards the shining glass shards and suddenly smiled, everything made sense now. The voices, Parseltongue, the petrifying...

Her last sense of vision showing her two, large glowing yellow eyes in the broken reflection on the lamp. And all she could think was that man...Harry had been wrong.

* * *

><p>Callie felt a throbbing in her head. When did she get such an obnoxiously loud pulse? She groaned and cracked one of her eyes open, before fully looking around.<p>

She was staring up at the white ceiling. She groaned quietly and sat up on her elbows, looking around and realizing she was in the hospital wing.

Her eyes opened wide as she remembered what happened. Sneaking out, the broken lamp, the giant yellow eyes…She gasped audibly and sprung up into a sitting position, looking around wildly.

"It's alright, Miss Potter. I daresay you missed quite a bit while you were napping." Came a soothing voice from the doorway.

She looked around and saw Dumbledore standing there, his eyes twinkling behind his spectacles and a smile on his lips.

"Dumbledore? How did I get here? How long have I been out?"

"We found you in the morning…what were you doing in the library so late?" Dumbledore wondered.

"Oh…well Hermione had been found there so I…"

"Wanted to know what she had been doing. You know curiosity killed the cat." He chuckled.

"I know…but I truly was painfully curious. How long have I been out?"

"Oh, a few days, I believe. You're brother and Messrs. Weasley were most distraught over you predicament." Dumbledore said, a grin on his old face.

Dumbledore chuckled again.

"You're brother and Ronald Weasley entered the Chamber with Professor Lockheart." Dumbledore said suddenly.

"Wait, what? Are they alright? They weren't hurt were they?…" she rambled.

"Yes, both boys are fine. Ginny Weasley had been taken into the Chamber, and Harry and Ron went in after her. Lockheart I'm afraid cast a memory charm that backfired, causing himself to lose his memory. Harry fought with the memory of sixteen year old Tom Marvolo Riddle, or Lord Voldemort. He then fought the Basilisk. They all came out safe and sound. Harry freed the house elf, Dobby. And now there is a feast and I think you should surprise everyone with your speedy recovery." Dumbledore said.

Callie nodded her head, trying to process the information. She placed a steadying hand on her head and sighed.

"I didn't know I would miss so much…" she grumbled before heaving herself off the bed.

She straightened out her hair, putting her dark black hair into a ponytail. She straightened out her light green tank top and her black sweatpants before heading out after Dumbledore.

She entered the Great Hall and got a lot of stares, many greetings and welcome backs before she made it to where she wanted to be.

Harry sat along the bench, muttering to Ron, Hermione, and Neville. Fred, George and Lee were close to them all, being rowdy and playing, though Fred sat with his head in his hands.

She walked up behind all of them and silently hugged her brother. She had no idea how she would live without her him. Faster than she could blink he jumped up and wrapped his arms tightly around her.

She smiled.

"Miss me?" She laughed. She took turns hugging everyone.

"Callie, why were you smiling when you were petrified? Everyone else was terrified, but you looked amused?" Ron quirked an eyebrow at her.

"I guess I just thought it was funny how long it took us to figure out, when it was blatantly obvious..." She laughed.

After Fred had sat back down, he shoved George slightly, making just enough room for Callie to sit down.

Callie leaned her head on Neville's shoulder and talk across the table to Harry. Being petrified really made you tired.

She listened to her brother tell the story multiple times, along with Ron, who looked tired but proud.

Callie clapped loudly at the announcement Dumbledore made about Lockheart not being around next year. She cheered enthusiastically at the points Harry and Ron managed to rack up and made them win the house cup.

"So…all in all this year wasn't too bad…" Ron said.

"Yeah…I've gained a nice little story to tell people later on." Callie laughed.

"You think next year will be calmer?" Hermione asked.

Harry looked pointedly around the table and smirked.

"Not a chance." He said.
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><p><strong>CHAPTER 37<strong>

The journey back to London passed quickly.

As the train pulled into King's Cross, Harry scribbled the Dursley's phone number on a scrap piece of parchment and gave identical copies to Ron and Hermione. Callie had already given the number to Neville and the twins.

She doubted that Uncle Vernon would allow it, though the thought of talking to her friends during the summer raised her mood slightly.

"They'll be really proud of you both though, won't they? When you tell them everything that happened?" Said Hermione putting the phone number in her trunk and looking up at Callie and Harry.

"Are you serious? All those time we could have been killed and we didn't manage it! They'll be furious!" Harry laughed and Ron joined him, Hermione cast have a glance at Callie before placing a frown firmly on her face.

They walked through the barrier and were immediately caught in an indescribable hug from Mrs Weasley.

Harry and Callie bade the Weasley's, Hermione -and Neville goodbye as they slowly made their way over to the Dursley's.

"Take your time why don't you, it's not like I'm taking the afternoon off work or anything." Said Uncle Vernon in a disgruntled voice. Harry greeted both him and Aunt Petunia in a resigned voice.

"Don't take that tone with us!" Snapped Aunt Petunia as she hurried them towards the car with a similar gesture to shooting an unwanted vermin. They silently got into the car as Petunia cast concerned glances at passers-by as though daring them to be someone she knew.

The car journey was filled with an uncomfortable silence.

As they pulled into the driveway Aunt Petunia looked around at the neighbouring houses, when she seemed satisfied that they wouldn't be spotted, she allowed the twins into the house.

When the front door closed Uncle Vernon turned on the twins.

"Get to your rooms now; I'll move your stuff into the closet!"

"Uncle Vernon, can I sleep in the cupboard? Callie's a lot taller so she'll need to..."

"No, If you've got a problem with it, girl, you can go in the shed again. Wet summer forecast this year - it's up to you."

"I'm okay in the cupboard Uncle Vernon," she shook her head and casted a goodbye glance at Harry.


End file.
